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MEN. 


Duncan King of Scotland, _ 


- se ye Soar. to the King, 


v 
‘ 


ape } Twn pig = er. 
Maeduff,, Governor. ied 4 D | " ) ne 
Roffe, ‘tye hy any ay 2 Pw 
yea Noblemen 
’ Caithnefs, ore 


Fleance, Son to Banquo, 

Seyward, General of the Englith Fave 

Young Seyward, his Son, ce 
Seyton, au Officer ine 3 on Meee eee 
Doftor, od 
Old Man. 


wo M E N 
Lady Macbeth, TO; =) ee 
Waiting-Woman, eae  Nogil so 
Hecate, Wi on ee 
Three {peaking Witches, - io DAS 
Several finging Witches, “ 


Ladies and Gentlemen Attendants, Offcers Sol- 
diers, Murderers, Ghofts, &c. 
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_ The SCENE lyes all thro’ the Play in Seotland 


_ chiefly at Mbit Cattle. 
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t= 


fea Cel], 
SCENE, an open Place, [Stage dark.] 


It rains, thunders, and lightens. Three Witches rife 
feparately. 


1 Witch. 
) HEN fhall we three meet again 
In thunder, lightning, and in rain? 
AW, When the hurly-burly’s done ; 
When the battle’s loft and won. 
3 W. That will be ere fet of fun: 
1 W, Where’s the place? 
2 W. Upon the heath. 
3. at we'll go to meet Macheth—— 
[A foriek heard.) 
1 W, \ come, I come, Grimalkin-— - 
2 W. Padocke calls anon; 
All, Fair is foul; and foul is fair ; 
Hover through the fog, and filthy air. [They vanifh.] 


A SCENE 


" MULCEE T oH. 


SCENE changes to aPalace at ¥ ors. [Stage light. 


Exper King, Malcolm, Dondint: Lenox, and attendants, 
meeting Seyton with his arm in a ‘Iearf. 
King. What wounded man is that? He can report, 
As feemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The newett ftate. 
Mal, This is the valiant Seyton, 
Who, like a good and hardy foldier, fought . 


To fave my liberty.——Hail worthy friend!— 
Say to the King the knowledge of the broil, 
As thou didft leave it. 

Sey. Doubtful long it ftood: 
As two {pent fwimmers that do cling together, 
And choke their art: The mercile& Mac tomas 
Worthy to be arebel, (for to that 
The multiplying villanies of nature 


- 


Do fwarm upon him) from the weftern ifles 

Of Kernes and Gallow-Glaffes was fapply’d; 

- And fortune, on his damned quarry fmiling, 

Shew’d like a rebel’s whore. But all too weak : 

For brave Macbeth (well he deferves that name) 

Difdaining fortune, with his brandifh’d fteel 

(Which fmoak’d with bloody execution) 

Like valour’s minion, carved out his paflage, _ 

Till he had fac’d the flave; ’ fee 

Who ne’er fhook hands, nor bade farewel to aie 
Till 
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. Till he unfeam’d him from the nave to th’ chops, 
And fix’d his head upon our battlements. 
King. Oh, valiant coufin! worthy gentleman ! 
Sey. Howe’er, this day-break of our victory 
‘Serv’d but to light us into greater dangers ; 
_ For from that fpring, whence comfort feem’d to flow, 
- Difcomfort fwell’d. Mark, King of Scotland, mark! 


No fooner juftice had, with valour arm’d, 


Compell’d thefe tkipping Kernes to truft their heels, 
~ But the Norweyan lord, furveying vantage, 
With furbifh’d arms, and new fupplies of men, 
Began a frefh affault. 
King. Difmnay’d not this our Generals 
Macbeth and Banquo ? 
Sey. Oh, 5c Speco 
As {parrows, eagles; or the hare, the lion. 
If I fay footh, I muft report, they were 
As cannons oyerchare’d ; with double cracks 
So they redoubled ftrokes upon the foe: 
Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds, 
Or memorize another Go/gotha, 
I cannot tell 


— Butlam faint; my gafhes cry for help. 


_ King. So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds! 
_ They {mack of honour both. Go, get him furgeons. © 


[Exit Seyton attended. | 


But who comes here ? 
Mr ¢ Bea Mal, 


n MAGCR BLE 
Mal, The worthy Thane of Rofe. 
Len. What hafte looks through his eyes ?—— 


Enter Rofle and Angus haftsly, who kneel, 


Roffe. God fave the King! 
King. Whence cam’ft thou, worthy 7; bane ? 
Roff. From Fyfe, great King, 

Where the Norweyan banners flout the fky, 

And fan our people cold. : 

Norway himfelf (with numbers terrible) 

Affifted by that moft difloyal traitor, 

The Thane of Cawdor, ’gan a difmal conflié; 

*Till that Be/ona’s bride-groom, bold Macbeth, 

Confronted him with felf-comparifons, 

Point againft point rebellious, arm ’gainft arm, 

Curbing his lavifh fpirit. To conclude, 

The victory fell on us. 

King. Great happinefs! 
Roffe. Now Sweno, Norway's King, craves compofition; 

Nor would we deign him burial of his men, 

Till he disburfed, at Saint Co/mes-hil/ ifle, 

Ten thoufand dollars to our General’s ufe. © 
King. No more that Thane of Cawdor hhall deceive 

Our bofom int’reft. Go, pronounce his death, 

And with his former title greet Macbeth. 
Roffe. Vil fee it done. [Exit] 
King. What he hath loft, noble Macbeth has won, Exeunt, | 

SCENE 


SCENE changes to a Heath. [Stage dark.] 
Thunder, &c. the three Witches rife again. 


1 W. Where haft thou been, fifter? 
2 W. Killing fwine. 
3 W. Sifter, where thou? 
1 W. A failor’s wife had chefnuts in her lap ; 
And mounch’d, and mounch’d, and mounch’d.——Give 


¢ 


me, quo’ I. 


Aroint thee, witch! the rump-fed ronyon cry’d. 
Her husband’s to Meppo gone, mafter o’ th’ Tyger: 
But in a fieve Pll thither fail, ‘ 
And, like a rat without a tail, 
Pil do——TPl do and I'll do. 

2 W. Vil give thee a wind, 

1 W. Thou art kind, 
' 3 W. And I another. 
1 W. I myfelf have all the other ;—— 
‘And the very points they blow; 


All the quarters that they know 


Y the fhip-man’s card.— 
Yl drein him dry as hay; 
Sleep fhall neither, night nor day, 
Hang upon his pent-houfe lid; 
He fhall live a man forbid; 
Weary fev’nights, nine times nine, 


: 


Shall he dwindle, peak, and pine; 
Though his bark cannot be loft, 
Yet it fhall be tempett-toft ; 
Look, what I have. 
2. W, Shew me. 
3. W. Shew me. 
1 W. Here, Uhave a pilot’s thumb, 


Wreck’d as homeward he did come. se heard jiitin 
3 W. A drum, a drum? 
Macheth doth come! 
All WW. The weird fifters, hand in me 
Pofters of the fea and land, 
Thus do go about, about; 
1 W. Thrice to thine. 
2 W. And thrice to thine. 
3 W. And thrice again to make up nine. 
1 W. Peace! 


the charm’s wound up. = 
A march beat. Enter Macbeth and Banquo. 


Mach. Command they make a halt upon the heath.—- 
So fair.and foul a day I have n’t feen. 

Ban. How far is’t call’d to Forts? 
So wither’d, and fo wild in their attire, 
That look not like the earth’s inhabitants, 


What are thete, 


And yet are on’t? Live you? or are you aught 

That man may queftion? You feem to underftand me, 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 

0 
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Yn her fkinny lips ;———You fhould be women; © 


And yet your beards forbid me to interpret fo. 


Mach. Speak, if you can, What are you? ¥. 
1 W. All-hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, Thane of Glamis‘ 
2 W. All-hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, Thane,of Cawdor! 
3 W. All-hail, Macbeth! thou fhalt be King hereafter. 
Ban, Good Sir, why do you ftart? and feem to dread 

events \ 

That found fo fair? YP th’ name of truth, 

Are ye fantattical? or that indeed [To the Witches.) 

Which outwardly ye fhew ? My noble partner here 

You greet with prefent grace, and {trange prediétion 

Of noble having, and of royal hope ; 


To me you {peak not. 
[f you can look into the feeds of time, 
And fay which grain will grow, and which will not; 
Speak then to me, who neither beg your favour, 
Nor fear your hate. 

1 W. Hail! 

2 W. Hail! 

3°W. Hail! 
» 1 W. Leffler than Macbeth, yet greater. 

2 W. Not fo happy, yet much happier. 

3 W. Thou fhalt get Kings, though thou fhalt ne’er be 

Bibi C OFC” ine 

——So all-hail, Macbeth and Banquo | } 

All W, Banquo and Macbeth, all-hail! [Gorng. ] 
ees Mach. 
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Mach. Stay, you imperfeé& fpeakers ; tell me more? — 
By Sinel’s death | know ’'m Thane of Glamis ; 
But how of Cawdor? while that Thane yet lives, 
A profp’rous gentleman ; and, to be King, — 
Stands not within the profpeé of belief, 
No more than to be Cawdor, Say, from whence 
You owe this ftrange intelligence? or why, 


Upon this blafted heath, you ftop our way 


With fuch prophetick greeting? —— Speak, I charge Sind 
[Exeunt Witches. ] 
Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has ; 

And thefe are of ’em. Whither are they vanifh’d? 
Mach, Into the ait; and what feem’d corporal - 

Melted like breath into the wind 

Would they had ftaid ! 


Ban, Were fuch things here as we do {peak about f 


Or have we eaten of the infane root, 

That takes the reafon prifoner? 
Mach. Your children fhall be Kings. 
Ban. You hall yourfelf be King. rae 
Mach. And Thane of Cawdor too! Went i it not fo? 
Ban, To th’ felf-fame tune and words.. Who’s here ! 


Enter Rofle end Angus. | 


Roffe. The King hath happily receiv’d, Macbeth, 
The news of thy fuccefs ; and when he reads 
_ Thy pers’nal venture in the rebel’s fight, 


Be ESE DH oF 
His wonders and his praifes do contend © 
Which fhould be thine, or his, ——Silenc’d with that; 
{n viewing o’er the reft o’ th’ felf-fame day, 3 
He finds thee in the ftout Norweyan ranks, 
Nothing afraid of what thyfelf didft make, 
Strange images of death! As thick as hail” 


Came poft on poft; and ev’ry one did bear 
Thy praifes in his kingdom’s great defence, 
And pour’d’em down before him. 
Ang. We are fent, 
To give thee, from our royal Mafter, thanks, 
Only to herald thee into his ean 
Not pay thee, 
Roffe. And, for an earneft of a greater honour, 
He bade me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdor? 
In which addition, hail, moft worthy Thane ! 
Ban, What ! can the Devil {peak true?  [Afide.] 
Mach, The Thane of Cawdor lives ; 
Why do you drefs me in his borrow’d robes ? 
Ang. Who was the Thane lives yet ; 
But under heavy judgment bears that life, 
Which he deferves to lofe, Whether he was 
Combin’d with Norzway, or did line the rebel 
With hidden help and vantage ; or that with botli 
He labour’d in his country’s wreck, we know not: 
But treafons capital, confefs’d, and eh hi 
eee overthrown him.’ us 
i 3 B Mach. 


| 
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Mach. Glamis\ and Thane’ of Cawdor \= [ Afide.” 
The greateft is ait ——Thanks for: or pains. 
: [To Angus.” 


Do you not hope your children ‘fhall be kings ? 
» £YoBanquo. | 


When thofe, that gave to me the Thene of Gawdor, 


Promis’d no lefs to them? 
Ban. That trufted home, 
Might yet enkindle you unto the crown, » 
As well as Thane of Cawdor. ’Tis {trange : 


But often times, to win us to-our harm, © - 


The inftruments of darknefs tell us truth; 

Win us with honeft trifles, to betray us 

In deepeft confequence-—— 

Coufins, a word, I pray. —- Rofle and ‘geal pre retire 
with him, | 

Mach. Tet truths are ra ‘ yay 

As happy prologues to the fwellinga& = 9 | 

OF the imperial theme. ty as 

This fupernatural Giichtis 

Cannot be ill ;——cannot be good. naib ill, 


Why hath it giv’n me earneft of fuccefs, ' 
Pm Thane of Cawdor- 
If good;, why do I yield to that fuggeftion, 


Commencing ina truth? 


Whofe horrid image doth unfix my hair, 
And make my feated heart knock at my ribs, 
Againft the ufe of nature? Prefent feats, 
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re lefs than horrible imaginings. 

ortune, methinks, (which rains down honour on me) 
But thefe are dreams. 

Ban. Look, how our pattner’s rapt ! [Afide.} 
Mach. If chance will have me King; why, chance may 


ems to rain blood too. 


crown me 
ithout my ftir. 
Ban. New honours come upon him, | 
ke new garments, cleave not to their mould, | Afide. 
it by the aid of ufe. | | 
Mach. Come what come may ; 
tience and time run through the rougheft day. 
Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we wait upon your leifure. 
Mach. Give me your favour: My dull brain was wrought 
ith things forgot. Kind gentlemen, your pains 


e regifter’d, where every day I turn 


e leaf toreadthem. Let us tow’rd the King 
ink upon what hath chane’d; ‘and at cone 

. time, : 

he zntertm having weigh’d it) we will impart “Afide.-~ 
ir mutual judgments to each other’s breafts, | 

Ban. Very gladly. J 

Macb. *Till then enough dkieenane [Exeniit.] 


SCENE 


1¢ MAQGQKED 
SCENE the Palace. (Stage light.] 
Enter nae Malcolm, Donalbain, Macduff, . Tad and 


attendants. 

King. Is execution done on Cawdor yet? - 

Mal. My liege, your officers 
Are nat come back. But Ihave {poke . 
With one that faw him die, who did report, 
That very frankly he confef{s’d his treafons ; 
Implor’d your Highnefs’ pardon, and fent forth 
A deep repentance; nothing in his life ibe ie a 
Became him like the leaving it. He died | 
As one. that had been ftudied in his. death, 
To throw. away the deareft thing he own’d, 
As ’twere a carelefs trifle. 

King. Thereisno art dasa | “git 
To find the mind’s conftruétion in the faeie , 


He was a gentleman on whom I built 
An abfolute truft, 


Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Roffe, and Angus, whe kneel, 
O worthieft coufin! we | a“ 
The fin of my ingratitude, e’en now, 

Lyes heavy on me. ‘Thou art fo far before, # 

That fwifteft Wing of recompence is flow © 

To overtake thee, Would thon hadft lef deferv’d, ) 
That 


That the proportion both of thanks and payment 
Might have been mine! only T’ve left to fay, 
More is thy due, even more than all can pay. 

Mach. The fervice and the loyalty I owe, 
In doing pays itfelf. . Your Highnefs’ part 
Is to receive our duties ; and our duties 
Are to your throne and ftate, children and fervants ; 
Which do but what:they fhould, in doing ev’ry thing 
Safe tow’rd your love and honour. 

King. Welcomeshither;. “ 


We have begun to plant thee, and will labour 


To advance thy growth And noble Banquo too, | 
Thou haft no lefs deferv’d ; let me enfold, 

And hold thee to my heart. 

_ Ban, There (if I grow) 

The harveft is your own. 

_ King. My plenteous joys, 

Wanton in fulnefs, feek to hide themfelves 


In drops of forrow.—Sons, kinfmen, Thanes, 


And you whofe places are the neareft, know 
We will eftablifh our eftate upon 
Our eldett, Malcolm, whom we name hereafter 
The Prince of Gumberland: which honour mutt. 
Not unaccompanied inveft him only ; 
But figns of noblenefs, like ftars, fhall fhine 

On all defervers.—Hence to Javerne/i, 

And bind us further to you, » 
Dean tT * . Mach. 


Mach. The reft is labour, Sir, which isn’t us’d for you: 
Pll be myfelf the harbinger, and make glad. 
The hearing of my wife with your approach; 
So humbly take my leave. 

King. My worthy Cawdor! 

Mach. The Prince of Gunberland\—-that is a hep) 


On which I muft fall down, or elfe o’er-leap,- 


For in my way it lyes. Stars! hide your fires ! i Aide, 


Let no light fee my black and deep defires 5. 

Eye! wink at the hand! yet let that be, | 

Which the eye fears, when itis done, to fee. 5 
[Axit.} 


King. True, worthy Banquo; he is full fo valiant, 
And in his commendation I am fed, 


It is 2 banquet to me. Let’s after him 
q , 


Whofe care is gone before to bid us welcome, 


Oh! he’s a peerlefs kinfman. [Eweunt, | 


SCE NW teeters “Macheth’s Caftle at 


Tnvernefs. 
Enter Lady Macbeth Ne a ‘Lees 


La: M. TH EY met me on the day of fuccefs ; nis L have 

learn’ d, by the perfecteft report, that they have more 
than mortal knowledge in’em. When I burnt in defire to que- : 
fiton them further, they vanifl?d into air: While I flood rapt in in 
| wonder at it, came miffives from the King, whoall hai? dime 
Thane 


y 
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Thane of Cawdor; dy which title the weird fitters had before 
faluted me, and referr'd me to the coming on of time, with, Hail, 
King that fhalt be! This have I thought good to deliver thee (my 
deare/t partner of greatne[s) that thou might’ [t not lofe the dues 
of rejoicing, by being ignorant of what. 1s promis’ d thee. ty 
it to thy heart, and farewel, , it 


Glamis thou art, and Cawdor and fhalt be 

What thou art promis’d. Yet do I fear thy nature ; 

Ir is too full o’ th’ milk of human kindnefs, 

To catch the neareft way. Thou would’ft be great ; 
Art not without ambition; but without — 

The iMnefs fhould attend it. What thou wouldft highly, 
That wouldft thou holily ; wouldft not play falfe, 

And yet wouldft wrongly win. Hie thee hither, 
That I may peur my fpirits in thine ear, 

And chaftife, with the valour of my tongue, 


All that impedes thee from the golden round, 


, Which fate and metaphyfical aid doth feem 


To crown thee with. 
Enter Me ffenger. 
What’s your tidings? ; 
_ Mef. The king comes here to-night. 
_ La. M. Thow’rt mad to fay it. 


Is not thy mafter with him? who, were’t fo, 


- Would have inform’d for preparation. 


| . 


ssl So pleafe you, itis true ; our Zane is coming. 
One 
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One of my fellows had the {peed of him;: 
Who (almoft dead for breath) could esi make up 
Enough v’ unfold his meflage. 
La. M. Give him tending ; 


He brings great news.- [Ewit Mef-} 
There’s mufick in the raven’s voice, . 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 


Under my battlements. Come, all ye {pirits 


That tend on mortal thoughts, unfex me here; 
Fill me, from crown to th’ toe, topful 

Of direft cruelty ; make thick my blood ; 

Stop up th’ accefs and paflage to remorfe, 


That no compundtous vifitings of nature 


Shake my fell purpofe. Come to my woman’s breafts, 
And take my milk for gall, ye murd’ring minifters ! 


Where’er in fightlefs fubftances. _ 


You wait on nature’s mifchief— And thou, thick night!— 
Come, pall thee in the dunneft {moke of hell, 

That my keen knife fee not the wound it makes, 

Nor heav’n peep through the blanket of the a 


To cry, Hold ! hold! 


Enter Macbeth haftily. 


Great Glamzs | worthy Cawdor !|—— [Embracing him. ] 
Greater than both by the all-hail hereafter ! _ 
' Thy letters have tranfported me beyond 

Th’ ignorant prefent time, and I feel now ~ 


The 


The future in the inftant. . 
Mach. Dearett love ! —— 


Duncan comes here to-night. 


La. M. And when goes hence? 

_ Mach. To-morrow, as he purpofes. 
La, M. O never, 

Never fhall fun that morrow fee! 


~ 


Your face, my Thane, is as a book, where men 

May read ftrange matters. To beguile the time 

Look like the time ; bear welcome in your eye, 

Your hand, your tongue ; look like the innocent flower, 
But be the ferpent under ’t. He, that’s coming, 

Mutft be provided for ; and you fhall put 

This night’s great bufine{s into my difpatch, 

Which fhall to all our nights and days to come 

Give folely fov’reign {way and mafterdom. [Exeunt.] 


SCENE before Macbeth’s ca/tle-gate. 


¥ 


Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, Banquo, Macduff, Le- 
. nox, Roffe, Angus, and attendants. 
King. This cattle hath a pleafant feat ; the air 
Nimbly and fweetly recommends itfelf 
Unto our gentle fenfes. 
Ban. This gueft of f{ummer, 
The temple haunting martlet, does approve, 
By his lov’d mafonry, that heav’n’s breath 
Smells wooingly here. No jutting frize, 
rr © : But- 


y 
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Buttrice, or coigne of ’vantage, but this bird 
Hath made his pendant bed, and procreant cradle : 


Where they moft breed and haunt, I have obfery’d, 


The air is delicate. 


Enter Lady Macbeth. 


King. See, fee! our honour’d hoftefs ! 
The love that follows us fometimes is our trouble, 
Which ftill we thank as love. Herein 1 teach you 
How you fhou’d bid God- -eyld us for your ng 
And thank us for your trouble. 

La, M. All our fervice ~ 
(In every point twice done, and then done double) 
Were poor and barren gratitude for thofe | 
Deep honours wherewith your majefty does load — 
Our houfe. 
We reft your humble debtors. 

King. Where’s the Thane of Cawdor ? 

We cours’d him at the heels, and hada purpofe 


For dignities of old and later date, 


To be his purveyor : but he rides well, . 
And his great love (harp as his {pur) hath help’d him 
Home before us. Fair and noble hofteds, 
We are your guefts to-night. 
La, M. Your fervants ever 
Have theirs, themfelves, and what is theirs in compt, ie 
To make their audit at your highnefs pleafure; 
Still to return your own. 


King. 
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King. Give me your hand, © 
‘onduét me to mine hoft; we love him highly, 
nid fhall continue our affection to him: 


y your leave, hoftefs. [Exeunt into the caftle.) 


SCENE an apartment in the caftle. 


Enter Macbeth mufing. 


Mach. If it were done when done, then ’twere well 
Twere done quickly: If th’ affafination 
vould tramel up the confequence, and catch 
Vith its furceafe fuccefs, that but this blow 
Aight be the be-a// and the end-all here, 


vn ere, upon this bank and fhoal of time, 


Ve’d jump the life to come But, in thefe cafes, 
Ve ftill have judgment 4ere, that we but teach 
loody inftruétions, which (being taught) recoil 

‘o plague th’ inventor, . Even-handed juftice 


eturns th’ ingredients of our poifon’d chalice 


‘o our own lips. He’s here in double truft: 
irft, as 1am his kinfman and his fubje@; 

trong both againft the deed ; then, as his hoft, 
Vho fhould againft his murd’rer fhut the door, 
lot bear the knife myfelf. Befides, this Duncan 
lath born his faculties fo meek, hath been 


o clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will 


no. “WA COB EVD PR 
Will plead, like angels, trumpet-tongu’d againtt 
The deep damnation of his taking off: 

And pity, like a naked new-born babe 

Striding the blaft, or heav’n’s cherubiny hors’d. 
Upon the fightlefs courfers of the air, 


Shall blow the horrid deed in ev’ry eye, 
I have no {pur 


That tears fhall drown the wind 
To prick the fides of my intent but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o’erleaps itfelf, 
And falls on th’ other Who’s there ? 


Enter Lady Macbeth. , 
La, M.-* Vist, | , 


Mach. How now? What news? 

La. M. He’s almoft fupp’d; why have you deft th 
chamber? 

Mach. Hath he ask’d fe me? 


La, MM. Know you not he has? 
Macb. We will proceed no further in this. tiiGmetes 


He hath honour’d me of late; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all forts of people, i 
Which would be worn now in their neweft glofs, 
Not caft afide fo foon, 

La, M. Was the hope drunk 
Wherein you dreft yourfelf? Hath it flept fince? 
And wakes it now to look fo green and pale 
At what it did fo freely ? From this time ; 


Such 
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ich laccountithy love. Art thou afraid... 
‘o be the fame in thine own.aé& and valour. »| + 
s thowart in defire ? Wouldft thou have that... 
Thich thou efteem*ft the ornament of life, ) 
nd live a coward in thine own efteem? ©»: 
etting J dare-not\wait upon J would, 
ike the poor cat.i’'th’ adage. ~ 

Mach. Pr’ythee, peace: 
dare do all that may become a man ; 
Vho dares do more is none, ° 

La, M. What beaft was’t then 
‘hat made you break this enterprize to me?” 
Vhen you durft doit, then you were a man; 
nd. (to be more than what you were) you would: 
e fo much more the man; “Nor time nor place 
id then ¢ohere, and yet you’d make’em both: 
Phey’ve made themfelves, and this their fitnefs now 


Joes unmake you. I have giv’n fuck, and know 
Jow tender ’tis to love the babe that milks me, 
would, while it was fmiling in my face, 
lave pluck’d my nipple from its bonelefs gums, 
ind dafh’d its brains out, had I fo fworn 
\s you have done to this. 
Mach. If we thould fail !—— 
La. M. How fail! 
.aife but your courage to the proper pitch, 
And we'll not fail. When Duncan is afleep, 
{Whereto 
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(Whereto his hard day’s journey foundly will 
Invite him) his two chamberlains 
- Will I with wine and waffel fo evince, 
That memory (the warder of the brain) 
Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reafon 
A limbeck only; then when in fwinith fleep . 
Their drenched natures lye, (as in a death) 
What cannot you and I perform upon 
Th’ unguarded Duncan? What not impofe upon 
His fpongy officers, who thall bear all the guile-—— 
Mach. Bring forth men-children only! 
For thy undaunted {pirit fhould compofé so) J 54 
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv’d, — 
When we have mark’d with blood the fleepy grooms, 
And us’d their very daggers, that they have don’t? 
‘La. M. Who dares receive it other? efpecially 
As we {hall make our griefs and clamour roar 
Upon his death: _ , 
Mach, Pm fettled; and bend up 
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. 
Away, and.mock the time with faireft fhow, 
Falfe face muft hide what the falfe heart doth know. 
 [Exeunt.] 
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ACT I 


SCENE a hall. [Stage dark.] 


Enter Banquo and Fleance with @ candle. 
Banquo. 


=] OW goes the night, boy? 
Fle. The moon is down, Sir; and 
Pve not heard the clock. 

Ban. Then fhe goes down at twelve. 


_ File. I take’t ’tis later, Sir. 
Ban. A heavy fummons lyes like lead upon me; 
Who’s there? 


And yet I would not fleep 
Enter Macbeth and a fervant with a candle. 


Mach. A friend. 
Ban. What, Sir, not yet at reft? The King’s a-bed : 
de’s been to-night in moft unufual pleafure, 
And fent great largefs to your officers ; 
This diamond he greets your wife withal, 
sy the obliging name of moft kind hoftefs. 
Mach. Being unprepar’d, Sir, 
Yur wills became the fervants to defedt, 
| Which 
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Which elfe fhould free have wrought. . 
Ban. All’s well. 
I dream’d laft night of the three weird fitters : 
Te you they have fhewn fome truth. 
Mach. \ think not of ’em: 
. Yet, when you have a vacant hour or two, . 
We'll {pend it in fome words upon that bufinefs. 
Ban. At your beft lcifure, Sir. 
Mach. If, (when the prophecy Bee to work) 
You will ‘adhere to me, it fhall make honour for aad 
Ban. So 1 lofe none 
In feeking to augment it, 
I fhall be counfell’d. 
Mach. A good repofe the while ! ; 
Bon. Thanks, Sir; the like to you. vag 
| [Exeunt Banquo and Fleance. J 
Mach. Go. bid your miftrefs, when the i is undreft, 
To ftrike the clofet-bell, and I'll to bed. Ve fervant. 1 
-_—TIs this a dagger which I fee before me: 
The hilt draws tow’rd my hand 


Come, det me clutch 
thee. 


and yet I fee thee fill. ey. 
Art thou not, fatal vifion! fenfible 


To feeling, as to fight? or art thou but 


I have thee not, 


A dagger of the mind? a falle creation 
. Proceeding from the heat-opprefled brain ?—- 
Ifee thee yet, in form as palpable 


As 
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s this which now I draw—— 

hou marfhal’{t me the way that I was going ; 
nd fuch an inftrument I was about toufe— _ 
ly eyes are made the fools o’th’other fenfes, 

’ elfe worth all the reft I fee thee ftill ; 
nd on thy blade and dudgeon gouts of blood, 
hat were not fo before. 


—There’s no fuch thing. —~ 
is the bloody bufinefs which thus informs 

Now o’er one half the world 

ature feems dead, and wicked dreams abufe 


ly eye-fight 


he curtain’d fleep ; now witchcraft celebrates 

le Hecate’s off’ rings, and wither’d murder, 

larni’d, by his night-centinel, the wolf, 

Whofe howl ’s his watch) thus with ftealthy pace, 
nd Tarquin’ s ravithing {trides, tow’rds his defign 
Thou found and firm-fet earth 


loves like a ghoft 
ear not my fteps, feel not my tread, for fear 

hy very ftones fhou’d check my purpofe, 

nd take the prefent horror from the time, 

hat now fuits with it.— [4 bell rings.) 
ark——the bell invites me—— | 

ear it not, Duncan, for ’tis a knell 

nat f{ummons thee to heav’n, or to hell. en ee 


Enter Ley Macbeth. 


La. M. That which hath made them drunk hath ets ts 
me bold. | . 
p What 
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What hath quench’d them hath giv’n me fire. \ Hark !— 
peacetiae— » Steal 
’T was the owl that fhrieked!. that facal bell: mari 
That gives the ftern’{t good-night——He is about it — 
The doors are open ; and the furfeited grooms). 
Do mock their charge with fnores.. [ve — their 
poffets fo, 
That death and nature do contend within *em 
Whether they live or die. | 
Mach. [Witkin] Who’s there? What, ho! 
La. M. Alack! lam afraid they have awak’d 
And ’tis n’t done; th’ attempt and not the deed - 
Wou’d ruin us. Hark! 


He could n’t mifs ’em- 


I laid the daggers ready ; 
Had he not refembled 
My father, as he flépt, I had done ’t-——My husband! 


Enier Macbeth diforder d and bloody, with : dagger in each hand, 


Mach. P've done the deed—Didft thou not hear a noife: 
La. M. heard the owl {cream, and the crickets cry. 
Did n’t you fpeak ? 


Macb. When ? 

La. M. Now. 

Macb. As I defcended ? 

La. M. Ay. ; 

Mach. Hark !——Who lyes i’th’fecond cannes 


La, MM. Donalbain. 
| Mach, [ Looking on his hands.) This isa sey fighe' | 
is ; Mad 
: 


| 
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La. M.A foolifh thought to fay A forry fight. 
Macb. There’s one did laugh in’s ni and one cry’d, 
murder!» Les ‘4 
They wak’d each other ; and] ftood and heard them ; 
ut they did fay their prayers, and addreft 
rhemfelyes to ‘fleep again. 
La, M. There are two lodg’d together. 
Mach. One cry’d, God blefs us! and Amen the other! 
\s they had feen me with thefe hangman’s hands. 
ilene’d with fear, I could not fay Amen, 
Nhen they did fay, God blefscus, « 
La, M. €onfider it not fo deeply. 
Mach, But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen? 
had moft need of blefling, and Amen 
tuck in my throat. |» 
La. M. Thefe deeds muft n’t be thought of thus ; 
f fo, *twill make us mad. 
Macb. Methought I heard a voice cry, Sleep no more! 
Viacbeth doth murder fleep ; the innocent fleep ; 
sleep, that knits up the ravell’d fleeve of care, 
The death of each day’s life, fore labour ’s bath, 
Balm of hurt minds, great nature’s fecond courfe, 
Chief nourifher in life’s feaft 
La, M. What mean you? 


~ Mach. Stillit ery’d, Sleep no more, to‘all the houfe ; 
Glamis hath murder’d fleep, and therefore Cawdor 
Shall fleep no ny)re; Macbeth fhall leep ne more! 
Pm: , Lay 
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La. M. Who was it that thus cty’d ? Why, worthy Tine, 
Do you unbend your noble ftrength, to think - 
So brain-fickly of things ? Go, get fome water, ® 
And wah this filthy witnefs from your hands.— 
Why did you bring the daggers from their place? 


They muft lye there. Go, carry ’em, and fmear~ 


The fleepy grooms with blood 
Macb. Yll go no more ; 
I am afraid to think what I have done ; 
Look on’t again I dare not. % 
La. M. Infirm of purpofe! 
Give me the daggers ; the fleeping and the desi 
Are but as pictures ; and ’tis the eye of childh6od- 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
Pll gild the faces of the grooms withal, 
For it muft feem their guilt. [Exit.] 
[Knocking heard within, | . 
Mach. -[ Starts. | Whence is that knocking? 
How is it with me, when ev’ry noife appalsme?——- 
What hands are here? Will all great Nepaiee $ ocean < 
Wath thefe {tains away ?— 
[ Re-enter Lady Macbeth. ] - 
No, thefe will rather ; 


The multitudinous fea incarnadine, 


ee 


’ Making the green one red 
La. M. My hands are of your colour ; but I fhame 
To wear a heart fo white—-[Knocé.] I hear a knocking 
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At the fouth entry. Retire we to our chamber ; 
A little water clears us of this deed— 


Your fears have quite paaknotin you- [Knock,] 
Hark, more knocking! 

Get on your night-gown, left occafion call, 

And fhew us to:be watchers ; be not loft 

So poorly in your thoughts- [Exit,] 


[Macbeth going, ” mifiake, towards Duncan’s chamber, 
fiarts back. ] 


Mach. Difguis’d'in blood—I fearce can find my way— 

[ Hard knocking. 

Wake, Duncan, with this knocking. Wou’d thou cou’dft ! 
[Exit on the other fide.) 


SCENE a dal. 


Dinter Lenox, who knocks at the chamber-door feveral times 
pretty hard, then a fervant opens it. 

Len. You fleep foundly here, that fo much knocking 
Scarce can wake you. 

Serv. Labour by day, Sir, caufes reft by night. 

Len. \s your matter ftirring ? 

Serv. Not yet, Sir, but he’ll {carce lye late; he’s of an 
tive fpirit, that never fuffers his body to lye ftill when 
once his mind is up. . 

Len. Well, fay 1 wait his leifure, 

Serv, Iwill, Sir, 
Exit 
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Exit fervant, and enter Macduff 
Macd. Good-morrow, Sir. 6) 99 02 minale 


Len. The like to you, my lord:—-Have you ober’ 
How great a mift does now poffefs the air?) 


Maced, U have; and farce can feparate the day elect 
Rene Oh! here’s our hoft, Good-morrow, noble Thane. 


Enter Macbeth 7 i night- -gOWN. 


Mach. Good-morning to you both. 
Macd. \s the King Stirring, Sir? 
Mact. Not yet. 
Macd, He did. command me to a timely on him: eT 
Pve almeft {lip’d the hour. : ae 
Maced. Vil thew you to him. —— 
This is the entrance, Sir. 


Macd, Vi make fo bold to calf, bein g my limited fervice. 
[Exit Macduff. 
Len, Goes the King hence .to- -day? Sot 


i Mack. He did appoint fo. 
Len, The night’s been very unruly ; where we lay 
Our chimneys were blown down,. and, as they fay, 
Lamentings heard i’ th’ air. 
Mach. ’Twas a rough night indeed. 
_ Len, So rough, my young remembrance cannot Form z 
parallel. 


* 


Enter Macduff: 


Maced. O horror! waedee ' horror ! 
No heart can e’er conceive, nor tongue canutter.— —~ 


Mach. 


BYCREVH 


Mach. and Len. What’s the matter? 
» Mata. Confufion now hath made his mafter-piece; 
loft facrilegious murder hath broke ope 
Phe Lord’s anointed temple, and ftole from thence 
Che life o’ th’ building. 
Mach. What is’t, you fay? The basis 
Len, Mean you his Majefty? 
Macd. Approach the chamber, and deftroy your fight 
With a new Gorgon. 


Do not bid me {peak: 

See, and then {peak yourfelves. [Exeunt Macb. and Len.) 
Awake! awake ! , 

Ring out the alarum-bell—+Murder and treafon! 
Banquo and Donalbain! Malcom! awake ! 

Shake off your downy fleep, death’s counterfeit, 

And look on death. itfelf. : 
As from your graves rife up, and walk like {prights, 
To countenance this horror! 


Up, up, and fee! 


Bell rings, sie enter Bah gu: 


0. Bonn, one 
Our royal mafter’s murder’d. © 
Ban. Murder’d! 
Macduff, I pry’ thee contradict thyfelf, 
And fay i it is not true. 


Re-enter Macbeth and Lenox. : 
Mach. Had I but died an hour before this chance, 
Td liv’d a blefled time); for, from this inftant, 
rhe! There’s 
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There’s nothing ferious 1 in anortalityisy Anagh mene 
All are but toys! renown and grace are dead, sect 


Enter Malcolm, Donalbsin, Rofl eh ote : 


- 


Mail. What is amifs ? 
Mach. You are, and do not know ’t: 
The fpring, the head, the fountain of your blood + 
Is ftop’d ; the very fource of it is ftop’d. 
Macd, Your royal father’s murder’d. 
Mal. By whom? 
Len. Thofe of his duane as it feorhislaia done’t ; 
Their hands and faces were all ftain’d with blood, - 
So were their daggers, which, ts we found. 
Upon their pillows. 
Mach. O, now I do repent me fi my fo 
That I fo rafhly kill’d’em. 
Macd. Wherefore did you fo? 
Mach. Who can be wife, amaz’d, temp’rate and fenieas, 
Loyal and neutral in a moment? No man. 
The expedition of my violent love 
Out-ran the paufer, reafon. Here lay Duncan ; 
His filver fkin lac’d with his golden blood, 4 
And his gafh’d ftabs look’d like a breach in nature, | 
For ruin’s wafteful entrance ; there the murderers, 


Steep’d in the colours of their trade, their daggers 
Breech’d with gore: Who.could refrain, 
That had a heart to love, and, in that heart, 

| Courage: 


ee a a 
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“ourage to make ’s love known? 


Mal. Why do we hold our tongues. mage 
Phat moft may claim this argument for ours? 
Don. What fhould be fpoken here, 
Where our fate, hid within an augre-hole, - pide. 


Le eee 


May rufh and feize us? Let’s away, our tears 
Are not yet brew’d 

Ban. This eee alas! ’s too publick for our i 
3ut, when we have our naked frailties hid, 
(That fuffer in expofure) let ’s meet, 
And queftion this moft bloody work, 
To know it farther 
n the great hand of God Iftand, and thence, 
Againft the undivulg’d pretence I fight 
Of treas’nous malice. 

Mach. So I. < 

All, So all. 

Mach, Let’s briefly put on manly readinef, 
And meet i’ th’ hall together. ; 

All, Well-contented. [Exeunt omnes preter Mal- 

colm and Donalbain. } 

_ Mal. What will you do? let’s not confort with em: 


Fears and fcruples fhake us: 


To fhew an unfelt forrow is an office ~ 
Falfe men do eafy.” Pl to England. 

Don. To. Ireland, I: Our feparated fortune. 
Shall keep us both the fafer ; where we are 
There are daggers in mens finiles. 
ak E Mui. 


> 
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Mal. This murderous fhaft, that’s fhot, . - 
Hath not yet lighted ; and our fafeft way. 

Is to avoid the aim.» Therefore to horfe, . 

And ufe no ceremony in taking leave; 

But fhift away; there’s warrant in that theft 

Which fteals itfelf when there’s no mercy left. rExeunt.] 


Enter feveral fale Witches. (Stage dark, } 


1 W. Speak, fifter, fpeak—tIs the deed done ? 

2 W. Long ago, long ago, 
Above twelve glaffes fince have run. 

3 W. iil deeds are feldom flow, 
Or fingle, but following crimes on former wait ; 
The worft of creatures fafteft propagate. 


4 W. Many more murders mutt this one enfue, 
Dread horrors ftill abound, 
And ev’ry place furround, 
As if in death were found — 
Propagation too. ; FN. 4 | 


1 W. Hemutt! 
2 W. He fhall! ae & 
3 W. He will {pill much more. blood, 


And become worfe to make his title good. 


Od 


Chor. He will, he will, he fhall fpill much more blood, 
And become worfe to make his title good, 


——— 


. ee 
le ee 


4. 
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447, When cattle die about, about we go ; ' 


25 


What then, when monarchs perifh, fhou’d we do? 


Chor. Rejoice——we fhou’d rejoice. 


3 W. When winds and waves are warring, 
Earthquakes the mountains tearing, 
And monarchs die defpairing, 
What fhou’d we do? 
Chor. Rejoice———we fhou’d rejoyce. 


1 W. Now let’s dance. 
(2 W. Agreed. 
3 W. Agreed, 
All, Agreed. 
L 


1 W. Let’s have a dance upon the heath, 
We gain more life by Duncan’s death. 
Sometimes like brinded cats we fhew, 
Having no mufick but our mew, 

‘To which we dance in fome old mill, 
‘Upon the hopper, {tone, or wheel ; 
To fome old faw, or bardifh rhime, 


Where ftill the mill-clack does keep time. 
Chor. Where ftill the mill-clack does keep time. 


1 
2 47. Sometimes about a hollow tree, 
Around, around, around dance we ; 


Thither 


Thither the chirping crickets come, 


And beetles fing in drowfy hum: . __ 
Sometimes we. dance o’er ferns or furs, . 
To howls of wolves, or barks of curs ; : 
And when, with none of thefe we meet, ; 
We dance to the echoes of our feet. 

Chor. We dance to the echoes of our feet. 


3 W, At the night-raven’s difmal voice, 
When others tremble we rejoice, 
And nimbly, nimbly dance we ftill, 
To the echoes from a hollow hill. — 3 oom 3 ae | 


Chor. And nimbly, nimbly dance we ftill, , ; Oy 
To the echoes from a hollow hill, 

1 W. He muft!,| . 

2 HW’, He fhall! pi 

3 W. He will {pill much more blood, , M. 
‘And become worfe to make his title good... 


Chor, He will, he will, he thall fpill much m more blood, 
And become worle to make his title good. 


> Wie | [seu] i 
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SCENE avitile of Macbeth'r caftle.: (Stage lights] 
Enter Rol with 06 old nan: hee 
Old Man. 
am Hreefcore and ten Ican remember well, 
Within the volume of which time I’ve 


feen me 
. Hours dreadful, and things ftrange; but 


») » this fore night 

"Hath trifled former knowings. 
Rofe. Oh! good father, . 

Thou feeft the heav’ns, as troubled with man’s aé, 
Threaten this bloody ftage: By th’ clock ’tis day, 
And yet dark night ftrangles the travelling lamp: 

Is ’t night’s predominance, or the day’s shame, 
That darknefs does the face of earth intomb, © 
When living light fhould kifs it ? 

; Old M. ’Tis unnatural ; 

Even like the deed that’s done. On Tuefday laft 
A faulcon, tow’ring in‘ her pride of place, 

‘Was by a moufing owl hawkd at, and kill’d. 
a Roff:. 
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Roffe. And Duncan's horfes, (a- pie moft ftrange ed 

certain!) 

Beauteous and fwift, the minions of chieif race, 
Turn’d wild in nature, broke their ftalls, flung out, 
Contending ’gainft obedience, as they would 
Make war with man. 

Old M. ’Tis faid they eat each other. 

Roffe. They did fo, to the amazement of thefe eyes, 
That faw ’em. —Here comes the good Macduff.— 


Enter Macduff. 


How goes the world, Sir, now? 
Macd. Why, fee you not? 
Rofz. \s’t known who did this more than bloody deed? 
Macd. Thofe that Macbeth hath flain. ' cf | 
Roffe. Alas, the day ! te | 

What good could they pretend? | 
Macd. It is fappos’d they were fuborn’d. 

Malcolm and Donalbain, the King’s two fons, 

Are ftolen away from court, which puts on them 

Sufpicion of the deed. \ 

Rofe. ’Gainft nature ftill ; 

Thriftlefs ambition! that will ravin up 

Thine own life’s means Then ’tis moft like 

The fovereignty will fall upon Macbeth! 

Macd. He is already nam’d, and a to Scone 

To be invefted, COURS & 


WAAG. BEST H. 30 


Roffe. Where is Duncan’s body? . 
- Macd. Carried to Co/mes-hill, : 
The facred ftorehoufe of his predeceflors. 
Roffe. Will you to Scone with me? 
Macd. No, coufin, Pll to Fyfe. 
Roffe. Then I will thither. 
Macd. Well, may you fee things well done there, 
(Adieu.) — . 
zeft our old robes fit eafier than our new ! 
| [Exeunt Separately.) 


SCENE an apartment in the palace. 
Enter Banquo. 


Ban, Thou haft it now ; King, Cawdor, Glamis; 
\ll the three fifters promis’d ; and I fear 
Phou play’dft moft foully for it :" yet ’t was faid 
t fhould not ftand in thy pofterity, 
ut that myfelf fhould be the root and father 
Df many kings. If there come truth from them, 
As upon thee, Macbeth, their {peeches Shine) 
Why, by the verities on thee made good, 
Miay they not be my oracles as well ?— 
ut, hufh, he comes. ; 


Enter Macbeth as King, Rofle, Lenox, Lords, &c. 
Mach, Here’s our chief guett ; 


fF he had been forgotten, 
iti ; ae 


| 
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°T had made a gap in our’ great fexlth2 


And all things unbecoming— o7 Reis: . 
To night we holda ileal’ Sit, 
And fhall requeft your’ prefence.: 

Ban. Lay your highnefs’ | 
Command upon me, to the which my sidee 
Are with a moft indifloluble tye . 

For ever knit. 

Mach. Ride you this afternoon? 

Ban. Ay, my good lord. 

Mach. We elfe fhould have defir’d . 
Your good advice (which ftill hath been both gtave 
And profperous).in this day’s-couneil ; but 
We'll take to-morrow. Is i it far you ride ? 

Ban, As far, my Lord, as will fill up ‘the time . 
’Twixt this and fupper. Go not my horfe the better, 
I mutt become a borrower of the night 
For a dark hour or two, » | . peer” 

Mach. Fail not our featt. ae 

Ban. My lord, 1 will not, ? 

Mach. Goes Fleance with you? 

Ban. Ay, my good lord. 


- 
« —- 4 
a ee an | 


Mach. 1wifh your horfes fwift, and Hee of fone. F E 


Le Banquo. a 
Let ev’ry man’be’ mafter of his time | 
“Till feven at night; to make fociety 951] ) 0% 
The fweeter welcome, we’ll keep ourfelf yee i bod of FW 
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* Till fupper time alone. Farewel. [Exeunt lords.) 
Manent Macbeth and fervant. 


Sirrah, a word with you: Attend thofe men 
Our pléafure? 

Serv. They do, my lord: 

Mach. Where are they? 

Ser, Without the palace-gate. . 

Mach. Bring ’em before us. 7 [Ext fervant.] 
To be thus is nothing ; 


But to be fafely thus Our fears in Banquo 

Stick deep ; for in his royalty of nature 

Reigns that which would be fear’d. He chid the fifterg 
When firft they put the name of king on me, 

And bade ’em fpeak to him; then, prophet-like, 

They hail’d him father toa line of kings: | 

Upon my head they plac’d a fruitlefs crown, 

And put a barren {ceptre in my gripe, 

Thence to be wrench’d by an unlineal hand, 

No fon of mine fucceeding. If fo, 

For Bangus’s iffie have I ftain’d my foul, 

For them the gracious Duncan have I murder’d, 

Put rancours in the veflel of my peace, 

And mine eternal jewel 

Giv’n to the common enemy of man, only i 

To make them kings the feed of Banquo kings.-No j 
Rather than that, come fate into the lift, 

| etsy : And 


mee the ee, 
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Andchampion me to th’ utterance! 


Enter fervant and two murderers. 


Go to the door ; and ftay there ’till we call. 
- [Exit fervant.) 
Was it not yelterday we {poke together ? 
1 Mur. It was, fo pleafe your highnefs. 
Mach. Well then; 
Have you confider’d of my fpeech ? | 
And is it known to you that ’t was Banquo who 
(In Duncan’s reign) held you fo much in flav’ry ? 
1 Mur. Moft true ; you made it known, my liege. 

' Mach. Then do you find your patience fo predominant, 
That you can tamely pafs it by? | 
Are you fo gofpel’d as to pray for this good man, 
Whofe heavy hand hath bow’d you to the grave, 
And beggar’d you for ever? 

1 Mur. We are men, my liege. 

Mach, Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men, 
As hounds, :grayhounds, mungrels, fpaniels, curs, 
Are call’d by'th’ name of dogs ; the valued file it is 
Diftinguifhes the fwift, the flow, the fubtle, 
The houfekeeper, the hunter, every one 
According to the gift which bounteous nature 
Hath beftow’d ; and fo it is with men. f 
Now, if you have a ftation in the file, 
Not i’ th’ worft rank of manhood, fay it: 


Welt i aN aes aes SnD 
AndI will put fuch bufinefs in your hands, . 
As th’ execution takes your enemy off ; 
And will endear you to the love of us. 

1 Mur. For my part, my liege, lam one 
Whom the vile blows and buffets of the age 
Have fo incens’d, I care not what I do 
To {pite the world. 

2 Mur. And I another, 

So weary with difafters, tugg’d with fortune, 
That I would fet my life on any chance, 
To mend it, or be rid of ’t. 

Mach. You both are fatisfy’d, you fay, that 
Banquo was your enemy. — 

Mur. We are my lord. 

Mach. So is he mine ; and though I could, 

With bare-fac’d power, {weep him from my fight, 
And bid my will avouch it ; yet I muft not, 
For certain friends that are both his and mine, 
Whofe loves I may not drop ; and thence it is 
That I to your affiftance do make love, 
Mafking the bufinefs from the common eye 
For fundry weighty reafons. 

2 Mur. We thall, my lord, with peauine 


Perform what you command us. 


1 Mur. Ev’n though our lives 

Macb. Your fpirits thine eee you. Within this ee 
at moft, 

I will 
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{ will advife you where to plant yourfelves; 


For ’t muft be done to night, at fome fmall diftance 


From the palace ; and——hark ye——with him, 
(To leave no rubs nor botches in the work) | 
Fleance—his fon,— , 
(Whofe abfence is no lefs material to me) 
Mutt embrace the fate of that dark hour. 
Refolve yourfelves apart. 
Mur. Weare refolv’d, my lord. 
Mach. Vl call nee you ftraight then——Abide within. 
[Exeunt murderers. } 
Banquo, thy foul’s flight, 
If it find heay’n, muft find it out to-night. 


It is concluded, 


Enter Lady Macbeth. 


La. M. How now, my lord, why do you keep alone, 
Making the forrieft fancies your companions ? 
Ufing thofe thoughts which fhould indeed have died 
With them they think on? Things without remedy 
Should be without regard. What’sdone, isdone. 

Macb.—We have but {cotch’d the fnake, not kill’d j it 
She’ll clofe and be herfelf; whilft our poor malice 
Remains in danger of her former tooth.—_—_ 
But let both worlds disjoint, and all things fuffer, 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and fleep: 
In the affliction of thefe terrible dreams | } 
That fhake us nightly, Petter be with the deal, 

| (Whom 
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Whom we to gain the crown have fent to peace) 
“han on the torture of the mind to lye 


Duncan is in his grave ; 


n reftlefs agony— 
\fter life’s fitful fever he fleeps well ; 


‘reafon has done its worft , nor fteel nor poifon, 


Malice domeftick, foreign levy, nothing 
‘an touch him further ! 
La. M. Come on then, 
sood my lord, fleek o’er your rugged looks ; 
3e bright and jovial mong your guefts to-night. 
Mach. So fhalkl, love; and fo, 1 pray, be you: 
—Let your remembrance ftill apply to Banquo. 
refent him eminence both with eye and tongue. 


n how unfafe a pofture is our honour, 
That we muft gild each wily deed with flatt’ry, 
And make our faces vizards to our hearts ? 
La. M. You mutt leave this. 
Mach. O, full of {corpions is my mind, dear wife! 
Fhou know’ that Banquo and his Fleance lives. 
La. M, But in’em nature’s copy’s not eternal. 
Mach. That’s comfort yet ; 
Then be thou jocund ; for ere the batt hath fown 
His cloy{ter’d flight, and to black Hecat’s f{ummons 
The fhard-born beetle, with his drowfy hums, 
Hath rung night’s yawning peal, there shall be done 
A deed of'dreadful note ! 
La,M, What's to be done? me: 


Mach, 


Mach. Be innocent of knowing it, my dear, 
*Till thou applaud the deed 
Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day, 


And, with thy bloody and invifible hand, 
Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond 


Come, feeling night, 


Which keeps me pale !—Light thickens ; and the erow 
Makes wing to th’ rooky wood : 

Good things of day begin to droop and drowfe, 
While night’s black agents to their prey do roufe. 


Thou marvell’ ft at my words; but wonder ftill: 
Things bad begun make ftrong themfelves by ill. : 
[Exeunt.} 


SCENE an aveuue to the palace. 
Enter three murderers. 


i Mur. But who bade thee join with us ? 

3 Mur. Macbeth. 
_ 2 Mur. O, he needs not our miftruft, fince A delivers 
Our offices fo true. 

1 /%ur. Then ftand with us, 

2 Mur. Hark, I hear horfes. 

Ban. | Within. |——Give us a light there, ho! 

2 Mur. *Tis he ; the reft are in the court eng ae 

See ! a light. 


Enter Banquo and Fleance with a torch: 


y Mur. Stand clofe. 
Ban. 
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Ban. It will be rain to- night. 
fle. Then let us hatte, Sir;to the palace. 
Ban. Our hafte concerns us more than being wet, 
te this the king expects me at his feaft, 
“herefore, good boy, fpeed on. [Exeunt Ban. and Fle.] 
1 Mur. Come, now let’s follow and difpatch 7em 
ftraight. 
2 Mur. Ay, ay; away, away, away. [Exeunt murderers. ] 
4 noife heard of fwords clafhing, murder cried, then Fleance 
runs acrofs the flage purfued by one of the murderers, q 
Fle. Help! murder! help! help ! my father’s kill’d! - 
| [They run off. | 


9CENE a chamber of fate, with a banquet prepared, 


Macbeth, Lady Macbeth, Roffe, Lenox, /ords and attendants 
flanding at the table. 
Mach. You know your own degrees, fit down: 
And firft and laft, a hearty welcome. 
: Len, Thanks to your majefty. [They fit.] 
_ Macb. Ourfelf will mingle with fociety, 
And play the humble hoft befides : 
Our hoftefs keeps her ftate; but in beft time 
We fhall require her welcome too. 
La. M. Pronounce it for me; Sir, to all our - friends, 
For my heart {peaks *em welcome. 
Mach, Be large in mirth; anon we'll drink a meafure 
Round 
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Round the table 


There’s blood upon thy face, 
| [Lo the 1? murderer ky: ide at the door. | 
1 Mur. ’Tis Banquo’s then. 
Mach. \s he difpatch’d ? 
1 Mur. My lord, his throat is cut ; that I did for him. 
Mach. ‘Thou art the beft of cut-throats; yet he is geod 
That did the like for Fleance. 
1 Mur. Moft royal Sir, 
Fleance is *{cap’d. . 
Macb. Then comes my fit ai I’d elfe been per: 
fed, 
Whole as the marble; founded as the sokes 
As broad and general as the cafing air: 
But now I’m cabbin’d, cribb’d, confin’d, bound in 
To fawcy doubts and fears.—But Banquo’s fafe? — 
1 Mur. Ay, my good lord, fafe in a ditch he lyes, 
With twenty trenched gafhes on his head, 
The leaft a death to nature. | 
Mach. Thanks for that ; | 
There the grown ferpent lyes: The worm that’s fled , 
Hath nature that in time will venom breed, 
No teeth for th’ prefent. Get thee gone now, 
To-morrow we'll hear further. La murderer. | 
La. M. My royal lord, te : 
You'do not give the cheer; that feaft is «oa 
Which is not often youch’d while it is making ; 


’Tis given with welcome. “To feed were beft at home, | 
From 


| 


From thence the fawce to meat is ceremony; © © >) 
Meeting were bare without it. | 

Mazb, Sweet remembrancer ! 
Now good digeftion wait on appetite, 
And health on both! 

Len, May ’t pleafe your highnefs fit? . 

Mach. Here had we now our country’s honour roof’d, 
Were the grac’d perfon of our Banquo prefent ! 
Whom we may rather challenge for unkindnefs, 
Than pity for mifchance. 

Roffe. His abfence, Sir, 
Lays blame upon his promife. 

[The ghoft of Banquo rifes, and fits in one of the chairs. ed 

Pleafe ’t your highnefs 
To grace us with your royal company. 

Mach. Yes, Vil fit down—[Starts.] The table’s full.— 

Len. Here is a place referv’d, Sir, | 

Mach. Where? 

Len, Here, my good lord. 
What is *t that moves your highnefs ? 

Mach. Which of you have done this? 

Len. What, my good lord? 
Mach. Thou can’ft not fay I did it: never fhake 
Thy goary locks at me.— 
- Rofe. Gentlemen rife ; his highnefs is n’t well. 

La. M. Sit, worthy friends; my lord is often thus ; 
And hath been from his youth ; 
aa | G The 


| 
) 
/ 
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The fitis momentary; omathought == © 
He will be well again. Ifmuch you notehim ~ 
You'll extend his paffion :| Feed and regard hin not, 
Ries and goes to Macbeth. ] 
Are you a man? | LAfide to him.) 
Mach. Ay, and a bold one; that dare look on: sas 
Which might appall the devil. ; 
La. M. O proper ftuff! | 
This is the very painting of your fear; 


Seceemanecgesh 


This is the air-drawn-dagger, which, you faid, di 
Led you to Duncan, OO, thefe flaws and flarts: 
(Impoftures to true fear) would well become Afide. 


A woman’s ftory at.a winter’s fire, 


Authoriz’d by her grandam.— 

Why do you ftare thus? When all ’s sci | 

You look but ona chair. regelyl J 
Mach, Prythee, fee there [Points at the ghoft.] 

Behold!—look !—lo!— hem nods, | 

How fay you? 


Why, what care I! If ee canft nod, Goal too: 

If charnel-houfes and our graves muft fend — 

Thofe that we bury back, our monuments. 

Shall be the maws of kites—.  [Ghoft fins, ! 
La. M. What, quite unmann’d in, folly? . 
Macb. If I ftand here, I faw him— 

La, M..Oh, fie for fhame ! 
{ Goes to her ple ods eens 7 
Mach. 


? He 


Mach. Blood Dias fhed:ere now; i’: th’ oldeft time, 
Ere human ftatute purg’d the gen’ral-weal ; 
Ay, and fince too, murders have been committed 
Too terrible for th’ ear. «The time has been, | 
That, when the brains were out, the man would die, 
And then lye ftill; but now they rife again, 
With twenty mortal murders on their-crowns, 
To pufh us from our feats. 
La. M. My worthy lord, 
Your noble friends do lack you. . 
Mach. I do forget.—. 
Do not mufe at me, ‘my moft:worthy friends ; 
I have a ftrange infirmity, which is nothing: 
To thofe that know me. Come, give me fome wine here! 
So—I drink to th’ gen’ral joy of the whole table, 
And to our dear friend: Banquo, whom we mifs: 
Would he were here! To him, and all we thirft. 
And all to all. 
Lords. Qur duties, and the pledge. © 
[The ghoft rifes at his feet.) 
Mach. [Going to drink, drops the glafs.] 
Avaunt, and quit my fight ! let the earth hide thee! - 
‘Thy bones’ are marrowlefs; thy blood is cold ; 
Thou haft no fpeculation now in thofe eyes 
Which thou doft glare with thus.— [The lords rife.] 
La.M. Think of this, good peers, | 
But as a thing of cuftom ; ’tis no other, 
fen 4 Only 


j 
: 
: 


0 a 
Only it fpoils the pleaftire of the time. 
Mach, What man dare, I dare: 
Approach thou like the rugged Ruffian seal 
The arm’d rhinoceros, or Hyrcaman tyger 5 
Take any fhape but that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble: Or be alive again, 
And dare me to the defart with thy fword, .. 
If trembling I inhibit, then proteft me 
The baby of a girl—-Hence, horrid fhadow !|— 
Unreal mock’ry, hence !— CEs ghoft 4 
So—being gone, lam a man again. 
La. M. You have difplac’d the mirth, bide the ge 
meeting 
‘With moft admir’d diforder. 
Macb, Can {uch things be, 
And overcome us (like a fummer’s cloud) 
Without our {pecial wonder? You make me wits: 
Ev’n to the difpofition that I owe, 
When now I think you can behold fuch fights, 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 
When mine are blanch’d with fear. 
Roff?. What fights, my lord? . 
La. M. 1 pray you, {peak not; he grows worfe an 


_worfe ; ‘yates 
Queftion enrages him : - At once, good- tight rt 
Stand not upon the order of your going, _ 


‘But go at once, 


“2S eee ie on Marie wa rial aN is a eo 
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Len. Good-night, and better sips: 


tend hisaajeltynd wqo Mi tgs BVO 
La, M. A kind good: night to all, [Exeunt lords. J 
Mach. It will have blood, rat fay; blood ‘will have 

blood; HMEAGT ido f tel ST Me 


ones have. sialic known tc to move, and trees'to fpéak; \\ 
ugurs, well read in languages (of birds, F 
y magpyes, rooks, and daws, reveal’d the fecret. 
lurd’rer—How goes the night ? | eal 

La. M. Almoft at odds with morning. bik 

Mach, ’Tis ftrange Macduff. fhould fail his’ prefetice! 

La. M, Did you. then fend.to him? “ar 
_Macb. 1 did-——But I will fend again... , Oo 
‘here’s not a. Zane among ’em, but in his houfe 
keep a fervant fee’d, [will again to-morrow 
ro the weird fifters: 9) ot thehe 
Mlore fhall they. {peak ; fark now bs bent to know, 
sy thé worft means, the worft that can befal :... 
All caufes fhall give way: Lam in blood - . 
tept in fo far, that, fhould I wade no more, «>: 
Returning were as bad as to go on. 

La. M. Try but to reft, a lord; ‘a lack the efeafon 
OF all natures, fleep. ‘ 
Mach. Well, PM in. 

And try if- (fleeping) Irepofe can: fie, 
When the dead rife, and want it in the grave, (Eset J 


~~ 
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SCENE Simei to the pe heath [Shag dark. } 
pe Weak y Ate 
7, under and cla Enter a W ‘tehes mises tase. 


1 7. Why, how now Hecate! you look angerly, 
Hee. sHaveil:not'reafon, ‘beldams, ‘as you"ate? | 
Sawcy and overbold !-How did you dare 
To trade and traffick with Macbeth 
In riddles, and affairs of death, 
And I, the miftrefs of your charms, 
' oo The clofe contriver of all harms, 
Was never call’d to‘bear my part, 
Or fhew the glory of our art ? 
And (what is ‘worfe) all you have'done’ 
Has been but for a wayward fon, © 
Scornful and thanklefs, who (as others do) 
doves for his own ends, not for you; 
But make amends now. Get you gone, 
And at the pit of Acheron G 
Meet mei’ th’ morning; thither he 
Will come to know his deftiny: © ~ > 
-\¢Your veffels and your fpells provide, - 
Your charms, and ev’ry thing befide : =e 
Dire bufinefs muft be wrought ere noon ! 
For onacornerofthemoon ©° 9 9 ) 
. There hangs a'vap’rous drop profound; * 
“Pl catch it ere it come to ground ; 
aM aD And 
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And that (diftiltd) by: magick flights: sow © 
Shall raife fuch artificial {prightsy 2: 10) oT 
As, by the ftrength of their illufion, 29-7 
Shall draw him'on:to his confufions-°) oT 


“Spirit in the clouds calli. 

i. Heckat, Heckat, '—come away! come away!” 
ec. Hark —hark,—P'm EE Pgh ipa MES 

My litle merry airy eae fee, fee, alee 

Sits in yon fogsy cloud, ‘and waits for me.°" °° > 
7. Heckat, Heckat, come away, come away ! 
ec. 1 come, I come, I come 

With all the fpeedI may :— 

Where’s Puckle ? 
i Here. 
ec. Where’s Stradling? ' 
i. Here. 

And Hopper too, and Hellway too; 

We want but you, we want but you. 
Voi, Come away, come away, make up the account, 
ec. With new fall’n dew 

From church-yard yew 

I will but *noint, and then T’ll mount. 


e cloud defcends, and Hecate (after the ceremony Of bee 
ing anointed) gets snto it. | 


Now I’m furnifh’d for my flight, 
_ Now I go, and now I fly, 
Malkin, my {erect Spirit, and J, 
OQ what 
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O what a:dainty:pleafure’s this, |») 20" 
To fail.in thelam) [rio tbs coches 
When the moon fhines fair, 
To fing;-to dance; to toy and kifs.) vy 
Over woods, high rocks.and mountains, 
Over hills and mifty fountains, | = 
Over fteeples, ‘tow’rs and turrets, pei 
We fly by night, mongtt troops of pirits. e 


Chor. We fly by night, ’mongft troops of pitts... 
[Hecate afcends, and exeunt Witches.) 


Sy ers cary 


ACT 


: MA G RECT Ee } | 6/7 
a a 


SOP NE a cave. [ Stage dark. | 


4t the entrance a cauldron burning, with three Witches round it, 


eT he LAL ae } 
+70 milk-maid yet hath been bedew’d. 
A 5 7. But thrice the brinded cat hath ” 
~ mew’d. . 
3 W. Twice and once the hedge-pig 
whin’d, 


hutting his eyes again{t the wind. 


1 W. Up hollow oaks now emmets climb. 
—2W. And Hecate cries, ’tis time, ’tis time.— 
3 W. Then round about the cauldron go, ° | 
ind poifon’d entrails in it throw. | 
They march round ‘the cauldron, then prepare to throw in the 
feveral ingredients for their charm, ] 
1 W. Toad (that under mofly ftone, 
ays and nights has, thirty one, 
welter’d venom fleeping got) 
oil firft in the inchanted pot. 
All. [Marching round, and fiirring it.) ~ 
ouble, double, toil and treuble, 


ire burn, and cauldron bubble. ‘ < gee 
H a W, 
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2 W. Fillet of a fenny fnake, 
In the cauldron boil and bake ; ? ni 
Eye of newt, and toe of frog, | 
Wool of bat, and tongue of dog, | : 
Adder’s fork, and blind-worm’s fing, a 
A lizard’s leg, and howler’s wing, a 
For acharm of pow’rful-trouble, : es 
Shall (like a hell-broth). boil and bubble. 
All, Double, double, toil and trouble ; ; 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. | 
3 W. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf, 
A witch’s mummy, maw and gulf 
OF cormorant, and the fea-fhark, 
Root of hemlock digg’d iV’ th’ dark, 
Liver of. blafpheming Few. 
| All W. (Stirring it.) -Hoo-00-00~ 
3 W. Gall of goat, and flips of yew 


i 
7 


Pluck’d when the moon was in eclipfe, 
Witha Turl’s nofe, and Zartar’s lips, 
Finger of a ftrangled babe 
Born of a ditch-deliver’d drab; 
Shall make the gruel thick and flab. 

4ll. Double, double, toil and trouble ; 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

1 #7, Vl coolit with a baboon’s blood, 
And then the charm is firm and good, 

Enter 
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Enter Hecate and all the finging Witches. 
_.Hec, Oh! well done! well done! I commend your 
: pains ; : | : 
And ev’ry one fhall fhare the gains : 
Come, now about the cauldron fing, 


‘Like elves and fairies in a ring) 


te tea 


nchanting all that you put in. 

t finging W. Black {pirits and white. 

2 finging 7 . Red fpirits and gray. 
Mingle, mingle, mingle, you that mingle may. 


_ Chor. Mingle, mingle, mingle, BS that mingle may. 
| finging W7. Tittin, Tittin, 
Keep it ftiffin. 
2 finging W. Fire drake Pucky 
Make it lucky. 
 finging HW. Liard Robin — Bi 
~ You mutt bob in. 
Chor. Around, around, around, around about, 
All ill comé running in, all good keep out. 
: finging W. Here’s the blood of a bat. 
_ Hec. O, piit in that, put in that. 
2 finging W. Here’s lizard’s brain. 
Hec. Put ina grain. ‘ 
 finging W. Here’s juice of toad. : 
ft nging WW. Here’s oyl of adder, 
_ That will make the charm grow madder : 
Tee, 
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Hec. Put in all thefe, twill raife the fete 
2 fi nging W. Here—here’s three ounces of ared- hait*dwench, 
All W. ( Stirring it.) —Hoo-00-00o— 
Chor. Around, around, around, around about, 
All ill come running in, all good keep out. 
Hec. I, by the pricking of my thumbs, 
Know fomething wicked this way comes ;— . 
[Knocking at the door. ] 
Open locks, whoever knocks. : 


Enter Macbeth. 


Mach. How now, ye fecret, black and midnight hags ! 
What is’t you do? . 

All, A deed without a name. 

Mact. I conjure you, by that which you v profe 
(Howe’er you come to know it) anfwer me. 
Tho’ you untye the winds, and letthem fight 
Againft the churches ; though the.yealty waves 
Confound and {wallow navigation up ; 
Though bladed corn be lodg’d, and trees. blown down, . 
Though palaces and pyramids do flope 
Their heads to their foundations, though the treafure ~~ 
Ofnature’s germins tumble all together, 
Ev’n till deftru@ion ficken, anfwer 
To what I afk you, | 

1 W. Speak— 


3 W. Pronounce, 
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3 W. Eee 

All 3. We'll anfwer thee. 

Hec. Say, hadft thou rather hear it from our eee 
r from our matters ? ea 

Mach. Call’em; let me fee ane 

Hec. Pour in fow’s blood that hath eaten 

er nine farrow ; greafe, that’s fweaten. 

‘om the murd’rer’s gibbet, throw 
to the flamc.. 

All. Come high, come low, 
hyfelf and office deftly thow. 

[ Thunder, &c. then the apparition of an armed head thes J 
‘Mach. Tell me, thou unknown power— | 
ec. He knows thy thought, — 
ear thou his fpeech, but fay thou nought. 
App. Macbeth! Macbeth. Macbeth! beware Macduff. 
eware the Thane of Fyfe—difmifs me—enough.— 
Mach. Whate’er thou art, for thy kind caution, thanks; 
hou ’{t harp’d my fear aright.—But one word more.— 
Hec. He will not be commanded. | 
[That apparition finks, and another of a bloody bead rifes.| 
ere, here’s another more potent than the firft. _ 

App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! 
Mach. Had I three ears I'd hear thee. — 
App. Be bloody, bold, and refolute ; laugh to {corn 
he pow’r of man, for none of woman born | 
nal harm Macbeth, nm | [Sinks] 
. Mach, 
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Mach. Then live, Macduff. What need I fear of thee }— 
But yet I'll make affurance double fure, 
And take a bond of fate: Thou fhalt not live, 
That I may tell pale-hearted fear it lies ; 
And fleep in {pite of thunder.— . 
[an apparition of a child crowned with a tree in n his band 
rifes. | bil 
What’s this, that rifes like the iffue of a king? 
And wears upon his baby brow the round ~ 
' And top of fovereignty ? 
Hec. Liften, but {peak not. 
pp. Be lion-mettled, proud, and take no care, 
Who.chafes, who frets, or where confpirers are: 
Macbeth fhall like a happy monarch reign, — 
Till Birnam foreft come to Dunfinane. Oo PE Sinks. J 
Mach. That will never be: i us 
Who can imprefs the foreft? make the tree 
Unfix its earth-bound root? Sweet boadments ! good !— _ 
Yet my heart throbs to know one thing; tell me, 
(If your art can reach fo far) fhall Banquo’s ‘iMfue 
Ever reign o’er this kingdom ? : 
All, Enquire no more. . 
Mach. \ will be fatisfied. —Deny me bon’ ‘s 
And an eternal curfe fall’on you.— 
[ The cauldron fi inks, and sok ini ee ick 3 as heard.} 
Let me know, | 
Sey finks that cauldron ? and what Be is this? pe 
ind Doge a 
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i W. Appear ! 

2 W. Appear? 

3 W. Appear! : 

Hec. Wound thro’ his eyes ae harden’d heart, Bh es 
ke fhadows come, and fo depart. me 


The apparitions of eight kings pafs over the plage, poet them 
Fleance, aad Banquo with a looking-glafs in his hand. ] 


Mach, That crown offends my eye-balls—Begone=— 
it look, another comes too like the firft— , 

third refembles both.—Ye filthy hags! 

hy do you thew me'this?—A fourth !—Start eye !— 
fifth! Will they fucceed each other. yg 
ill doomfday ?— . . 
1other yet '—A feventh! Pll fee no more— ©») 
id yet the eighth appears,—Horrid fight! 

i! the bloody Banquo! who fmiles upon me, 

ad, by his pointing at ’em, feems to fay, 

lat they are all fucceflors of his race.— 

Hec. Ay, Sir, all this is fo: But why 

lacbeth ftand’{t thou amazedly? 

ome, fifters, cheat up his heart, 

id fhew the pleafures of our art < 

| charm the air to give a found, 

hile you perform your antick round. 

‘ [They dance and vanifh.] 


Mach. Where are paces Gone *— Let this phe ti . 


hour | 
eo BN Stand 
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Stand accurs’d to all eternity— 
Without there ! ae 

; Enter Seyton. 9 © 

Sey. What's your grace’s will? 

Mach. Saw you the weird fiters ? 

Sey. No, my lord. | 

Macb. Came they not by you? 

“Sey. No indeed, my lord. . 

Mach. Infested be the air whereon they ride, 
And damn’d all thofe that truit. them!) Juft now [heard 
The galloping of horfe; who was’t came by? 

Sey. A meflenger, my-lord, that ein you word 
Macduff is fled to England. 

Mach. To England 2~ 

Sey. Ay, my good lord, 
To Edward’s court ; where Malcolm is reented 
With warmeft grace, and promife of afliftance. | 

Mach, Time, thou anticipar’{t my dread aia 
The flighty purpofe never is o’ertook, -y 
Unlefs the deed go with it: But, from this ‘iceitadiiade 
The very firftlings of my heart fhallbe 
The firftlings of my hand. And‘eWnnow . | = 
(To crown my thought with aa) his. caftle Pi, | 
Seize upon Fyfe, give to the {word his wifepane 
‘His babes, and all that trace i ar 
Him in his line-—No boafting like a fool, 
This deed I'll do before my purpofe cool, y ee 
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SCENE Birnam-wood. “Stage ‘hha 


Ente? Macduff and Malcolm. > 


Macd, In thefe clofe fhades of Birnam wood 
et’s empty our fad bofoms. ; 
Mal. You'll think my fortune esha to meet 
ou here upon your earlieft fummons. ... 
Macd. Mine! ’Tis your country’s fummons, 
Vhofe ceafelefs tyranny demands your {word, 
ind rouzes you to arms,—Each day 
Yew widows mourn, new orphans cry, |) | 
ind till frefh forrows reach attentive. heav’n, » 
Mal. This tyrant (whofe foul name blifters our cong) 
Vas once thought honeft+You lov’d him well: 
Jor has he wrong’d you yet.— 
Macd. Do you fufpec& me, Sir? Iain not treacherous, 
Mal, But Macbeth is:—I crave your pardon, Sir ;- 
jut many a good and virtuous nature 
Jas recoil’d in an imperial charge. 
Macd. Bleed, bleed poor country !—Great tyranny 
ay thy foundation fure. » Villains are fafe 
When good men are fulpected—Fare thee well ~ 
foung Prince ! } wou’d n’t be that traitor 
Which thou think{t me, for the whole fpace within 
Phe tyrant’s gtafp, and the rich Ea/ to boot. 
Mal. Be not offended, ‘Sir ; Lfpeak not eh ge’ 
ee ue : Ap 
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“An abfolute miftruft. Iknow our country 
Sinks beneath thé yoke, and'each new day Be 


A gafh is added to her wounds. _ | likewife know 
That many hands would in my caule be active. 
But what avails all this?’ When I am King, Ty atl 
When I {hall tread upon the tyrant’s head, 

Or wear it on my fword; ev’n thén my country” 
Will endure more than what it fates now. i = 

Maca. Ve cannot Be OE Oe 
Mal. In truth it will—I find my nature pis 

Inclined to vice, that foul Macbeth (when Il © 

Shall rule) will feem as white as*fnow ; cial lid! 

But power to gratify my will, there’d ‘sn no Sa bret 
(No bounds to my ill ‘appetite.—If fuch 

A one be fit 'to'govern, {peak! 

Macd. Govern! No, nor live—Oh, Scotland l Seuland 

When wilt thou fee thy ancient peace again? 

Since now the trueft iffue of thy King =) 
Difclaims his virtue to avoid the throne. ~ om 
Your royal father was a faint-like king, © 
The queen that bore you, oftner on her knees 
Than on her feet, died ev’ry day fhe liv’d!. > 
Fare thee well; thefe evils thou repeat’ft piss Sete 
Thyfelf have banifh’d me from sigindetien . 
All hope ends here... Yon: mon 

Maul, Stay, brave Macduff; shit noble eae 7 
(Offspring of thy loyalty) hath from my fouly 
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p’d all black {cruples, and reconcil’d my thoughts 
thy fair truth and honour. And tho? Macbeth, sil 
many, of his wiles. hath fought to win me, 

t wifdom always check’d 0 ’er-credulous hatte, —_—_ : 
t now I yield myfelf to thy diredion, 

d here abjure my former accufation : , 2 

at I am truly is thine, and my poor . : 

untry’s. $10 command. Come, chear thy drooping 
tits—the gracious Eduard hath lent ea 

Seyward, with ten thoufand. men— wot 

y are you filent? ! H 
Vacd. Such welcome and unwelcome things at once 
s hard to reconcile ! —But who comes here? 


Val, My SORDID, tho’ ‘yet. I know him not. ; 
ae "Enter Rofle. 

Vlacd. My cever-gentle coufin, welcome. sis 

Via/, 1 know him now ;, Kind heavy’ n remove, 

: caufe that makes us firangers | ‘. Pee es ent : 

coffe. Sir, Amen... : ; een 

Aacd. Stands Scaplanth aa it dias 

Laff. Alas, Pook COMBI, oe py yeyy Jovy ae 

1oft afraid. to know itfelf. . Tt cannot ‘ ie. ae ' : ae 

all’d our mother, but our grave ‘where nothing, a 

who knows nothing, i is once feen to {mile: . | 

ere fighs and groans, and.fhrieks,t that rend the air. a 

unregarded, where } violent forrow { feems. ener 
. A mo- 
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A modern extafie: The dead man 5 knell 


Is there fcarce afk’d, for whom: And good! mens eres 
Expire before the flow’rs in their ats? 
Dying or e’er they ficken, N85 5 oie 

Macd. Oh, relation © 
‘Too nice, and yet too true! » . 

Mal. What’s the neweft grief? 

Roffe. That of an hour’s age doth hits the e eaten 
Each minute teems anew one. © 

Macd. How does my wife? 

Roffe. Why,—well. 

» Macd, And all my children? 

Roffe. —Well too. 

Macd.. The tyrant hasn't batter’d at their peace ? 

Roffe. No; shey, were all at peace when’ I did leave 

Zenit ei iw ono! Ceo 
Macd. Be nota sala, of your pte How goes it? 
_- Roff?. When I came hither to tranfport the tidings, 
Which I have heavily born, there ran a rumour AB 

Of many worthy fellows that were out; 2)sehe & 
_ The which, to my- belief; was witnefs’d rathveti(t 
For that I faw the tyrant’s power a-foot ; ' 
Now is the time for help; your eye in Scotland, isigy’ . 
Wou’d create foldiers, and make women fights" Feld 

Mal. Be it their comfort then ~ £1 OR: hip 
We ’re coming thither : Gracious suai 4 aay 
Lent us Seyward and ten thoufand men; eR We, 
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An’ élder ‘anda better flair i is none 
That chriftendom gives out.: 
Roffe. Would I could deed 


This comfort with the like! But Lhave words =>, 

That fhould be*howl’d out i* th’ defart air, 

Where hearing could not catch ’em, pygiclins ; 
Macd. What’concern'they?. 

Phe gen’tal caufe? yor ist a grief ayy ‘ 

Due to fomé fingle’breaft? 9 tes 


Roffe. No mind, that’s honeft, 
But in it fhares.fome woe ; tho’ the main part — 
Pertains to you alone. . 
Macd, If it be mine, ; 
Keep it not from me } quickly let me have it. 
Roffe. Let not your ears’ defpife my tongue for ever, 
Which fhall poffefs *em with the heavieft found 
That ever yet they heard. 1 Aa 
Macd. At once I guefs, and am afraid to know— 
‘Rofe. Your caftle is furpris’d ; your wife and babes 
Savagely flaughter’d ; to relate the manner, 
Were on the quarry of thofe murder’d deer 
To add the death of you. Bay Pedra ya 
Maca. Merciful heav’nleei i os OWA daK 
Mal. Noble Macduff; i : 
Give forrow words: The orief pun asic not dcstid 
Whifpers th’ o’ercharged ~ and ae it break. 
7 My children too! 
Roffe. 


Oe oa SAE Ae 


Roffz. Wife, children, fervants, all that.could be founds 
Macd. And 1 not with jem wife kill’d too! 
Roffe. ve faid. qowice bitte T bbe an x 
Mal. Be comforted f41)if*' ji) sav tihw jeri aids 
Let us make med’cines of our great revenge, | [))0))) so! 
To cure this deadly grief. . . 
Macd. He has no childrenj nor can-he feel) | a. 
A father’s grief —My wife and both my children ! 
Oh, ray’nous, hellifh appetite ! All three at once! 
Mal. Endure it like a man. . 
Macd. \ fhall do fo: ., 


But I-mufi alfo feel it as a man: 


' eae rc 
Portes Or 


1 cannot but remember fuch things were,...; _ F f 
And were moft precious tome. ; Did heav’n look on, ...; 
And would n’t take their, part? ? Sinful Macduff \. » | 
They were all fuck for thee,! for thee they fell, 
Not for their own, offences, but for thine. « pinta tat! 
Mal. Be this'the: whetftone of your fword, let grief . 
Convert to wrath blunt not the heart, enrage it. 
Macd. O, \ could play the woman with mine eyes, 
_ And braggart with: my.torigue:—Kind heaven,» .: - 
Bring this dire fiend of Scotland and. myfelf; 
But face to face ; fet him within the reach, j2)) | 4. 
Of my keen fword, and (if he outlive that hostr)pit. Ants 
May heav’n forgive his fins, andspunifh:meow le 
For his efcapeis. ahisl bre ganad h gradoas's ‘dt qaqtid VW 


 oeteeel otal 
7 I. Tis well—This tune goes manly: 


= welto the field, “our army's ready, 
Machethi is ripe for Ahaking ve and the pow’rs above 


Put on their inftruments. “Receive What cheer you may, 


The Bight lhe gg never finda oe [Exeunt J 
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s CE N E an wi anbiobinnyben. ci ihod 
Enter Doctor of phyfick and Lady Macbeth’s go 


Doétor. 


1 LT HO’ Pve two nights watch’d, you 
y) fee I can perceive no truth in your 
reports. When was it laft the 
walk’d? or: . 

Gent, Sir, fince his majefty’s been 


gone into the field, ’ve feen her rife 
from her bed, put on her night-gown, unlock her clofet, 
take out paper, fold it, write upon’t, read it, afterwards 
feal it, and again return to bed ; ‘yet all this while in 
a moft found f{leep. 

Doéi. A ftrange perturbation in nature! to receive at 
once the benefit of fleep, and do th’ effects of watching. 
Pray, in this lumbry agitation (befides her walking) what 
at any time have you heard her fay? 

Gent. That, Sir, which I fhall not report after her. 

Dott. You may to me, and ’tis moft meet you fhould. 

Gent, Neither to you, nor any one, not having a witnefs 
to confirm my fpeech.—Look, here fhe comes; and on 
my life afleep. Obferve her now—Stand clofe, Sir. 

; ya Se Enter 
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. | Biter ay: Macbeth with a candle, 


Doll How came fhe by iat light : ? 

. Gent. It ftood by her:. She has one, continually in, her 
hamber, Sir. ini 

Doll. See, fee, her eyes : are open ! 

Gent, Ay, but their fenfe is fhut. 

Doél. What is it Ai does now ? Look, how the rubs her 
1ands.— . 

Gent. That’s an accuftom’d aétion with her: - ‘Thaye 
nown her continue it for a quarter of an 1 hou. F ; 

La, M. Yet here ’s a {pot.— | ee mth 

Dod. Hilt, the fpeaks.— ASPIRE i) 

La, M. Out— out damned fpot; out, jie na One= 
wo—nay, then ’tis time to do’t.—Fy, fy, my lord, a fol- 
lier, and afraid? What need we fear who knows it, when 
one can call our power to account? — Yet who’d ha’ 
hought th’ old man had fo much blood in his veins ?— 

Doél. Do you mark that? 

La. M. Macduff had once a wife! Where is fhe now? 
What, will thefe hands ne’er be clean ?— No imore o’ 
hat, my lord ; no more o’ that: You marr all with this 
farting. 

Dott. Go to, go to; I fear you ’ve sues what you 
hould not. 

Gent, She has poke | what jhe fhould not ; I’m fare of 
hat, 


4 sae a 


te. seer bo ays 
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La. M. Here’s the fmell 0’. the blood ftill :— All the 
perfumes of rabia will not fweeren this’ tile hand. —— 
Oh! oh! oh! ¥ 

Doé?. What a figh is there! Her heart i is forely oe 
This is a difeafe beyond my practice far. 

La. M. Go, go, wafh your hands, and. par on ye your r night- 
gown; look’not fo pale ;— I tell you once again 1 Banguo’ cS 
buried ; he can’t come out of si grave. 

Dod. Even fo? 

La. M. To bed; to bed my love: There ’s knocking 
at the gate: Come, come, ‘come, gi’ me your hand . 
What’s done, cannot be undone: So, fo; to bed, to bed; 
to bed, to bed. | © [Exit Lady Macbeth. ] 

Dod. Will the ge thither now? 1 Oe 
~ Gent. Directly. Ne Ea 

Doét. Foul whip’ rings are abroad, wee ie con-. 
firms ; for oft infeed minds, to their deaf pillows, blab 
their choiceft fecrets : If fo, more needs fhe a divine than 
a phyfician.— Howe’er, be careful in’ your “attendance; ) 
and keep a watchful eye upon her. Men) athens 

Gent. I fhall, good doctor. the | [Exam foe a 


SCE NE the fl ny sa jiu 


~ Enter Rofle, Peay Ciidtnels, Angus, ‘Bcc. ‘with Jaldi bers. 
Roffe. The Enghfh power is near, led on by Malcoln, 

“Whofe prefence now will make thofe hopes full blown, ; 

Which hitherto haye been but in their bud. 

bar Seabee Cath. 


Gaith. I pray you tell us, Sir, 
3 Malcolin’s brother Donalbain among’em? 

Len. For certain he is. not; tho’ (in my lift 
DF the diftinguifh’d officers) there.’s Seyward’s fon, 
And many others rank’d, that evn but now 
\vouch their prime of manhood. | 

Ang. What hear. you of the tyrant, Sir? 

Len. He’s ftrongly fortify’ in Dunfinanes 
Some fay he’s mad; others (that lefs do hate him) 
all it @ valiant fury; but certain Peis, ud) 
fe cannot buckle his diftemper’d caufe . 
Within the belt of rule. 

Ang. Then does he feel his fecret murders 
Working in his mind; while hourly revolts 
Jpbraid his guilt ; and his loofe ill-got title 
dangs like a giant’s robe upon a puny, dwarf. 

Roffé. Well,—Torture rack his brain.— 
Come, march we on to pay obedience where 
Tis truly ow’d,—Meet we the med’cine of this 
sickly weal, and with him. pour into our 
Country’s purge, each drop. of our bet blood. 

Len. Lead on then gallant Thane, this idle breath, 
Spent i in difeourfe, does but delay his-death. 

Roe. And make 1 us guilty of his life—Quick, let Us gO, 
The fwiftest hatte i is, for. Tevenge too Aloves: ot _ [Exeunt. a] 
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SCENE “the infide of Dunfinane-caftle. 
Enter Macbeth and attendants. 
Mach. Bring me no more reports ; ; let’ em fly; all; 
"Till Birnam wood remove to ) Dunfi nane, 
I cannot taint with fear : What.’s the boy Malcolm ? 
What are all the Enghi/h? Are they not born of 
Women ? and to all fuch ] am invincible. 
- —Then fly, falfe Zanes ; or 
Go, mingle with the Englifh epicures ; 
For your revolt has but enflam’d my rage. 


Enter an officer, 


How now, thou cream-fac’d lown : 
Where got’ft thou that goofe-look? 

Of. There are ten thoufand— 

Macb.. Geefe, villain ? P 

Off. No ; foldiers, Sir. 

Mach. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear, 
Thou lilly-liver’d boy : What foldiers, patch? 3 Se 
Death of my foul! thofe linnen-cheeks of thine 

‘Are counfellors to fear: What foldiers, whey- ete 

Off. The Engh ‘fh force, fo pleafe you. | 

Mach. Take thy face hence— © . [Exit ‘icon: 
Seyton !—— Tm fick at heart when I behold fach— Bates 
Seyton, I fay !—this push will either cheer me, 
Or difcafe me ever.—No matter ! | ag 

Thave 
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| have liv’d long enough ; my way of life 
is fall’n into the fear, the yellow leaf: 
And that which fhould accom pany old age, 
As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 
i muft not look to have; but (in their ftead) 
Curfes, not loud but deep ; mouth-honour ; breath 
Which the poor sg would fain deny, yet dare not— 
Seyton.— Baer iecy cts . 
br i Bete Seyton. 


Sey. Your gracions pleafure, Sir? 
Mach. What news more? | 
Sey. Allis confirm’d, my lord, which was reported. 
~ Mach. YU fight’ till from my bones my flefh be hack’d. 
Send out more horfes ; {cour the country round; 
Hang thofe oe talk of fear. 


Enter Dolor. : 


Now Doétor, how does your patient ? 
Doi. Not fo fick, my lord, 
As fhe is troubled with difturbing fancies . 
That keep her from her reft. . 
“'\Macb. Cure her of that: — 
Can’{t thou not minifter to a mind difeas’d? 
Pluck from the memory a rooted forrow? 
*rafe out the written troubles of the brain? 
And, with fome {weet oblivious antidote, 
Cleanfe the ftuff’dibofom of that perilousload 
a Which 


78 RO Se 


Which weighs upon: the heart ? Chg froee ¥ trohih ‘Sil ovett } 
Doéi. Therein, my-liege, the patient) wi) oii ao 
Mutt minifter unto himfelf. ' Trrexclh Ha tiedaee serial 


Mach. Throw phyfick to the dogs ; I In none on*t—- .*. 
But if thy fkill could fearch i into my capa? aan Phones: & 
Find herdifeafe ontpi-yisy oft: cgeab and byél ton aaa) 
And purgeit toa ea sheet saltiond healthjoo > or Holi W 
I would applaud thee to the very eccho, 2 
_ That fhould applaud again.—What rhubarb, 
Séna, or what purgative. drug, can. {cour thefe pha fe 
Englifh hence ? Hear’{t thou ought of them} ? gp oe 
Dott, Ay, my good lord ; ; your royal preparation | ae 
Makes us, hear fomething i “they” Bibi N i the march. 
Mach. Why, let em come; (Cea 
The mind] fway by, and the heart. 1 ‘bear, 8 
Shall never fag with doubt, nor fhake with fear’; 
\ Secure to flourifh, and in triumph reign, — 
* Till Bérnam foreft come.to Dunfinane. > foie 


SCENE the fel ez march yet of 


Enter Malcolm, Seyward, Macduff ‘young cient sen 
Lenox, Caithnefs, Angus, cc, with foliiers. frigets 
Macd. ‘This fan thall fee us drain the ae “agg 
And dry up Scotlend’s tears. 9 sino Sle- 
Mal. How much are we obliged to ee bis A 
Which (like‘a’ gen’ rous neighbour).lifts us up, | 
btu When 
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Wher we were almoft fall’n below recovery. 

_ Seyw.. The common tye’ of fov’reignty demands it ; 
or he, who winks 
At ufurpation ina: smonarch’s ron 
invites dnotliertoufutp hisown.) > 

XY. Seyw; ‘What wood'is'this before us? 6 

Len. The. wood of Birnam. 51,8 

Macd. Let ey’ry foldier hew him down a ania 
And bear ’t béforéthim:; fo-thall we fhade «25. - 
The number of ourihoft, and make difcov ery 
Err in its report. ro . 4 
 Roffe. Then let us bend our S dgadt tow’rds Dunfi naneé, 
Where (ftrongly fortify’d) the tyrant fculks,, 
Secure in prophecies, and harden’d guilt: 

Macd. Alas, he’ll find but little fafe ty there ; 
His very fubjecs will againft,him rife ; 
The wretched Kernes (now by the bonds of fear 
In fore’d allegiance ty’d) willj»when our {words - 
Have cut thofe bonds, ftart from iepesirbos 
And embrace our caufe. Mil Sy 
_ Mal. Comey friends, the time midind S 
That will (with due decifion) make us know . , 
Both what we fhall poffefs, and what we owe: 
Thoughts {peculative théir unfure hopes relate ; 
But certain iffue ftrokes muft arbitrate: 9 
Tow’rds which advance’the war.’ LExeut ill. 7 
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SCENE the infide of Dunfinane-caffle. 
Enter Macbeth, Seyton and foldiers. | 


- Mach, Hang out our banners on the outward walls, >) 
The cry is ftill, They come: ‘One caftle’s ftrength | 2 
Willlaugh a fiege to fcorn, .Here let *emlye, 

*Till famine and the ague eat’em ups — 
Were they not reinfore’d by trait’rous Zhanes, - 
We might have met’em dareful, beard'to beard, » 
And beat em backward home.— SIP 
[A fhriek heard within. } 
What noife is that ? e. : | . 
Sey. It is the cry of brooms, my ake lord. 
| [Bs Seyton, J 
Mach. Vhave almoft forgot the tafte of fears 
The time has been my fenfes would have cool’d 
To hear a night-fhriek ; and my fell of hair 
Would at a difmal treatife roufe and ftir, 
As life were in’t; but I’ve fup’d full with horrors: | 
Direnefs (familiar to my paths rous thoughts) 
_ Cannot once ftart me. — 


Re-enter Seyton. 


Wherefore was that cry? 
Sey. The queen, my lord, is dead. a 
Mach. She fhould have died hereafter— 


. There 


here would ha’ been a time for fich aword ;=" 7 
‘o-morrow, to-morrow, arid to-morrow =” 

teep in this petty pace from day to day 

0 the laft moment of recorded time ; 

nd all our yefterdays have lighted fools _- 

he way to dufty death. Out, out, fhort-candle | 

ife’s but a walking fhadow ; antére player,” on.zisied’® 
hat ftruts and frets his hour oa 

nd then is héardno'more : It is‘atale 

old by arideot, full of found and ri by 

gnifying nothings . 


; Enter a 1 Meffenger 


hou com'it to ufe thy tongue: Thy ftory Sebel 

‘Mef. My gracious lord, Dihivevo?. roles we 

fhould report what I have fen, but Betas. 

10w how to doit. | 

Mach. Well, fay it, Sir. 

Mef, As 1did ftand my watch upon the hill, 

ook’d tow’rds Birnam, and anon methought 

he wood began to move. rig Pickett alia 

Macb. Liar, and flave! oo op [Strikes im] 

Mef. If’t be not fo, let me endure your wrath : 

ithin thefe three miles may you {ee it coming; 

ay, amoving grove. ~ 

Mach. If thou fpeak’tt falfe, 

n the nest tree fhalt thou be hang’d alive . 
ead | Till 


& MHCR EGE. 


Till famine cling thee > If truth— 

I care not if thou doft for me as much— — 

I pull inrefolution ; andbegin —. 

To doubt th’ equivocation of the fiends 

That lied like truth. Arm, arm, and out! 

If this, which he avouches, does appear, 

There is no flying hence, nor tarrying here. 

Methinks I now grow weary of the fun ; J 
And with the world’s great glafs of life was run. 

Ring out th’ alarum-bell ;—blow wind !—come wrack ! > 
At leaft we’ll die with harnefs on our back... [Eweunt.] 


SCENE before Dante Sa 


Enter Malcolm, Seyward, Macduff, young Sepia Roffe, 
Lenox, Angus, Caithnefs, and foldiers with boughs. 
Mal. Now, near enough: Your — ang: throw 
down, : . 

And fhew like thofe you are. You, worthy uncle, — 

Shall with my coufin, your right noble fon, ~~ 

Lead our firft battle. Brave Macduff and we 

Shall gladly take the guidance of the reft, 

And follow you with fpeed. » | 
Seyw. Farewel, my lord ;\ © ih gaat neti 

The monfter has forfook his hold, 

_ And comes to offer battle. « 

Macd, ’Tis welcome news— nia 

| Let 
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et us be be beaten, if we cannot fight— 
fafte—make our trumpets {peak ; give em all breath, 
hofe clam’rous harbingers of blood and death. [Exeunt.] 
. . [Marum founded. 
Enter Macbeth. f q 
Mach, ’Tis too ignoble, and too bafe to fy— 
They’ve ty’d me to the ftake, and, bear-like, 
muft fight the courfe. 
Vhat ‘s he that was n’t born eS 


uch a one am I ro fear, or none— 


Enter young Seyward. 
jow now "What fpright art thon? 
Yo, Seyw. Thy foe, thou bufy tool. What is sd name? 
Mach. Macbeth, te 


Yo. Seyw. The devil himfelf could’n’t have pasadena 
4 name more hateful to mine ear. 

Mach. No, nor more fearful. 

Y. Seyw. Thou lieft abhorred tyrant: With my fword 
Mb pete tts ai? 3e8 

Mach. Retire, fond se I wou’d n’t nip thy bud; 
Why fhould falcons prey on flies? _ 
t x below Macéeth to fight with boys. 

Yo. Seyw. But not to murder women— 

le at thy heart. 

Macb. Since thou ’rt in se with death then 
‘ll vouchfafe it thee, -[Fight, and young ‘Seyward és lain. 
>a | Thou 


34, WMAGKMB pa ead 


Thou art of woman born, Pm fure.:) os).5 ut Bait] 
“Alarions. “Enter Macduff.” (o alatiy— 


~ Macd. This way the noite is: i fi iawe thy f face : 
if thou be’ft flain, and with no ftroke.of mine, 
My wife and childrens ghofts will haunt me full. 
Theed not flaves who fell their lives for Pay». 
No—my revenge fhall feek a nobler prey j Fa ao 7 
Thro’ all the paths of death I'll hunt him ; eh yf ata 
Let me but find him, fortune! an aegis Aarun) 


carat 
Mach, Why fhould I ee the Raat fool; and died wo! 


FOR S irsnigart i? 
My ee pee cae upon ee as Apts 


Enter Macduff. . af 4 ii 
Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn! 600100 oh sae ' 
» Mach, Of all mankind Lhaveavoided.shee: » 
But get thee back, my foul is too much change? 
With blood of thine oe cavwoig duced able 
Macd, Lhave no, wordsipil: novydeg atolls t biegmt 
My voice is in my fword s ‘Thou bloodier villain bal 
Than terms can-give thee out.’ [They fight a af or two. 
Mach, Thou lofett labour ; Teo erin de ov) : 
As ealy mayft, thon the intrenchant air. 
With thy keen fword imprefs, as ikea me Se Beads 


Hors . mr ; ba 
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st fall thy blade on vulnerable crefts;. » 

bear a charmed life, which mutt not snus 

o one of woman born. : 

Macd. Defpair thy charm then ; 

nd let the angel whom thou ftill haft ferv’d . 

ell thee, Macduff was from, his mother’s wom) 

intimely rip’d.— _ | 

Mach. Accurfed be the tongue, that tells me fo !— 

or it has cow'd amy better part of man: 

nd be thofe juggling fiends no more beliey’d, 

hat palter with us in a double fenfe ; 

hat keep the word of promife to our ear, 

nd break it to our hope !—I will not fight with thee. 
Macd. Then yield thee, coward, 3 
nd liye to be the fhew, the gaze o’ th’ time. 

Mach, will not yield ‘ 

‘o kifs the ground before young Malcolu’s feet ; 
Yor to be’ baited with the rabble’s curfe. 
‘hough Birnam-wood be:come to Dunfinane, 
\nd thou, oppos’d,-be of no woman born, 
‘et I will brave my fate.—Lay on Macduff ; 
\nd damn’d be he that firft cries, Hold! Enough! ° 

; They fight, and Macbeth falls. 
Maca. This for my royal matter Duncan;— 
[his for my deareft wife ;—and ‘this for thofe 
lodges of our loves, my haplefs children.” 

-' Lei eemens at [A fhout heard, and retreat founded.} 

Hark, 
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Hark, a retreat is founded—Then the day’s our own— 
Pll (as a trophy) bear away his fword Dl em, 
To witnefs my revenge. ! Fe | [Ewit. 7 
Mach. ’Tis done—The fcene of life will ta clofe, 
Ambition’s vain delufive dreams are fled, 
And now Iwake to darknefs, guilt, and horror— 
I cannot bear it—Let me fhake it off— 
ft wo’not be—My foul is clog’d wri ita 
And cannot rife—I dare not afk for mercy !—~ 
It is too late—Hell drags me down—I fink— 
Ifink—Oh! my foul’s loft forever. [Dies.} 
A flourifh ; then enterMalcolm, Seyward, Rofle, Lenox, An. i 
» gus, Caithness, dc. with foldiers. 
Mal. \ would the friends we mifs were fafe arriv’d ! 


Seyw. Some mutt go off: And yer by thefe I fee 
So great a day as this is cheaply bought. 

Mal. Macduff is miffing, and your noble fon. bh L 

Roffe, Your fon, my-lord, has paid a foldier’s debt ; gis 
He only liv’d but till he was.a man ; iter 
The which no fooner had his prow’{s confrm’d = 
In the unfhrinking flation where he foughey | 
But like a man he died...» ey Ot Od Lake Ca Sali 

| Seyw. Then is he dead? + 

Roffe. Ay, and brought off the field: Your caufe of Gibteie 
Muft not be meafur’d by: his worth, for we, SE a 
Ithath no ends. 4 ,/ Li | : 

. Seyw. use he his boa batoce: S 


a 


Roffe. tee on maede big ee . 
Seyw. Why then, heav’n’s Aoldicr We he ese hee eo 


ad Tas many. fons as I have hairs, < 


vould n’t with °em toa fairer ‘death. 
nter Macduff with Macbeth’s fi ad which Bling. be pre- 
fents to Malcolm. 
Macd. Hail, King! for fo thou art—Behold where the 
ufurper dyés: 1: 6 
nd though I fhould n’t boaft, that one 
Whom guilt might eafily weigh down) — 
ell by my hand, yet J prefent you with 
he tyrant’s fword, to fhew heav’n’s juttice 
allotting me fuch luxury of vengeance ! 
fee thee compafs’d with thy kingdom’s peers, 
hat {peak my falutation in their looks, 
Jhofe voices I defire aloud with mine— 
fail Malcolm, King of Scotland | 
All, Fail Malcolm, King of Scotland! 
Mal. We fhall not make a large expence of time, 
efore we reckon with your fev’ral loves; 
hanes and kinfmen, 
lenceforth be Earls; the firft that ever Scotland 
aw honour’d with that title; and may it flourifh _ 
in your families ; though (like the laurels 
ou have won to day) ’tis fprung from fields of blood.— 
rag hence the body, and let it hang upon’ 
| A 
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A pinnacle in Dunfi nane, to fhew 

To future ages what to thofe is el ce i, 
Who others right by lawlefs pow’r purfue. 

Macd. Now may kind fortune crown’ your ae with 

Ae -! oh os Nae 

As it has blefs’d your army with facets? ; om 


And may your people’s pray’rs ftill wait.on you, 
As all their curfes did Macbeth purfue: 


His vice fhall ans your virtue fhine more beh 
As a fair day fucceeds a ee ys 


ie 
s 


